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THE BIRD WITNESSES, 


A TRADITION OF FRANCE. 


BY GEORGE L. AIKEN. 


Monsieur Jutrs LAFARGE was a wealthy 
manufacturer of Orleans, It was payday 
with him, and he was sitting in his armchair 
ata table, covered with account books and 
papers, in the apartment on the ground floor 
in his elegant mansion, which he used as a 
kind of office or counting-room, Fis nephew 
Lucien sat at the other end of the table, 
with the register book of the working peo- 
ple before him. 

Lucien Lafarge called out the names, and 
the people, men and womer, came forward 
in turn and received their wages. Presently 
Lucien called out the names of Pierre and 
Jean Corbeau. They came forward, one 
sullenly, the other with cringing servility. 
They were a pair of ill-looking fellows. 

“0, the two brothers!” exclaimed Mon- 
aieur Lafarge, sharply, a3 he surveyed them 
with a displeased air, “This way, sirs; your 
presence isararity. However you stop away 
from labor, you are always sure to be here 
upon payday.” ; 

“We had business that kept us .away,” 
growled Pierre, who appeared to be inclined 
to be insolent, 

Jean, more submissive, nudged him, and 
added, in a hesitating manner: 

“Pardon my brother's roughness, mon- 
sienr; we hada little business, as he says— 
were detained you must know—at—~at—” 

“At the wine-shop,” supplied Lafarge, se- 
verely. 

“Well, if we were at the wine-shop,” an- 
swered Pierre, impudently, “we don't como 
here for more than our due,” 

Monsicur Lafarge frowned. 

“Take what I owe you, two days pay,” he 
replied, curtly, “and I will give you. a Httle 
wholesome truth into the bargain: Idleness 
and drunkenness generally lead to crime, 


and crime sooner or later, is followed by dis- 
grace and punishment, Henceforward you 
will work for me as other people do, or not 
at all.” 

«OQ, just as you please,” growled Pierre, 
and he muttered a curse upon the purse- 
proud tyrant, as he considered him. 

“Suppose I were to turn you adrift, you 
idle knaves, what would you do then ?” cried 
Lafarge, testily. 

“Knaves!” repeated Pierre, in a ferocious 
manner, and he would have made an angry 
reply, had not his brother interposed and led 
him away, saying as he went; 

“Tt shan’t happen again, sir; you’ may 
depend upon that?’ And when he got his 
angry brother into the open air, he said, 
“ Are you mad? He has paid us our wages,” 

“Mad! I don’t know what I am!” an- 
swered Pierre, fiercely. “Knaves, indeed! 
He has paid us our wages—he sliall soon pay 
for that insult!” 

The working-people being paid, Monsieur 
Lafarge turned his attention to his letters, 
The first one informed him of the fact that a 
merchant of Antwerp, named Kadelburger, 
with whom he had dealings, had stopped pay- 
ment. He communicated the intelligence to 
Lucien, and requested him to examine the 
books and see how their account stood with 
Kadelburger. It was discovered that his 
last bill of exchange had been paid, and his 
account balanced, He did not owe anything 
to Monsicur Lafarge. This was very gvrati- 


fying. 


But to Lucfen the failure of Kadelburger 
afforded great anxtety of mind, Thero was 
in Orleans a small merchant named Henri 
Duroc, who also dealt with Kadelburger, and 
he feared he would be heavily involved. 
Duroc had a. bill of exchange in Lafarge’s 
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hands which was within a day of becoming 
due, and Lucien feared he could not meet it. 
Tle also feared that Lafarge would not be 
lenient to. his creditor, from the simple fact 
that he, Lucien, loved Emilie, the daughter 
of Duroc, and his uncle had views for him 
in another quarter; wishing him to marry 
the daughter of an old friend of -his in 
Lyons, who in addition to her fortune, pos- 
sessed charms of no mean order, 

“T fear, sir, our worthy neighbor, Monsieur 
Duroe, will suffer by this failure,” said Lu- 
cien. “If this sudden bankruptcy should 
disarrange his affairs, surely you would not 
think of proceeding harshly against him.” 

Monsieur Lafarge looked displeased. 

“T understand your interest in our worthy 
friend, Duroc,” he cried with asperity. “He 
has a pretty daughter, for whose sake you re- 
fuse to entertain my proposition of marriage 
with the child of my esteemed friend in 
Lyons, Put her out of your mind.” 

Nay, sir, but hear me,” urged Lucien, 
© This is the first time I have thwarted your 
wishes. Ido notseek for wealth, I desire 
but that decent competence my honest in- 
dustry may produce, to support a lovely, 
virtuous girl, whose character slander dare 
not approach—of whose person I have long 
been enamored; and of whose charnis of 
mind I have long been proud.” 

“No more, sir!’ returned Monsieur Lae 
farge, irately. “Act just as you please; only 
keep this all-accomplished young lady out of 
my way, that’s all, I have heard of her win- 
ning ways, but, thank Heaven, I have never 
seen her—never will sce her—no, never! 
unless indeed I should happen to meet with 
her by chance; but if I do with my own 
consent, I wish that—” 

A servant entered and announced that 
Mademoiselle Emilie Duroc entreated to see 
him alone upon business of the utmost im- 
portance. Monsleur Lafarge was by no 
means as hard-hearted as_ his words would 
seem to imply, He imagined that the girl 
wished to speak to him about her father's 
troubles, and so, notwithstanding his previ- 
ous words, he bade Lucien quit the apart- 
ment, and gave audience to the fair pleader, 

Monsieur Lafarge was not surprised at his 
nephew’s love fur Emilie Duroc, when the 
gentle girl stood trembling in his presence. 
Her fair faca warmed even his seasoned 
heart. She made known her business mud- 
estly and timidly, Prompted by filial love, 
unknown to her father, she had called to 


entreat his clemency, as it was utterly out 
of Duroc’s power to pay his debt, and begged 
him to extend the time. 

Monsicur Lafarge shook his bead gravely. 
Tie had conceived alittle scheme in his mind 
while listening to her, aud he resolved to 
put it into operation. 

“Tam very sorry, Macemoiselle Duroc,” 
he said, “ very sorry that I cannot accede to 
your request; for it unfortunately happens 
that the sum in question is absolutely nec- 
essary to make good one of my own accept- 
ances, Monsteur Duroc is aware as well as 
Tam, that a merchant's first duty is duly to 
honor his own signature.” 

“T have done, sir,” responded Emilie, sad- 
ly. “Forgive my intrusion; I humbly take 
my leave,” 

“Stay! sit down, sit down!” he erted, 
hastily. “I beg pardon, mademoiselle—one 
word before youdepart. You are acquainted 
with my tlephew Lucian ?” 

“T have that honor, sir,” answered Emilie, 
with rising color, 

“ Did he ever, mademoiselle—you will par- 
don tho abrupt freedom of an uncle on 
whom he depends for everything—did he’ 
ever give you hopes of obtaining my consent 
to your union?” 

“T believe he may have given himself. a 
hope, sir,” answered Emilie, with gentle dig- 
nity; “I never encouraged any.” 

“Indeed!” exclaimed Lafarge, somewhat 
surprised at this. 

“Lucien ts much my superior in worldly 
fortune,” continued Emilie, “and I have 
ever entreated—nay, insisted with tears, for 
tears I must confess would follow the re- 
quest—that he would never risk your anger 
by a unton so unequal.” 

“You area good girl!” exclaimed Lafarge, 
in a gratified tone. “If he then should per- 
sist in his proposals, you would reject them ?” 

“Thave rejected them already, and will 
continue to do so,” she replied, sadly. 

“My dear Mademoiselle Duroc, you are an 
excellent young woman, you might be a 
treasure to Lucien as a wife, but I have en- 
gagements which I must not, cannot break, 
However, if I could do anything for your | 
father in this exigence— Have the goodness 
to ask Monsfeur Duroc to come to me di- 
rectly.” 

Emille hastened home with a Joyful heart, 
informed her father of what she had done, 
and he lost no time in calling upon Monsleur 
Lafarge, who received him very kindly. 
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“ Tt seems you cannot honor your bill due 
to-morrow,” he said. 

“T cannot, sir,” answered Duroc; “ the 
failure of Kadelburger has disenabled me— 
has swept from me at one cracl blow the 
fruits of ten years hard industry.” 

“It is very bad indeed,” replied Lafarge, 
kindly, “But could not your brottier, who 
keeps the inn in the forest of Cercottes, give 
you a lift at-this juncture?” 

%T would not for the world acquaint him 
with my difliculties”’ cried Duroe, quickly. 
“Tlis means are slender, and he would over- 
whelm himself to succor me.” 

“JIave you then no one who would come 
forward in this emergency ?” 

“No one; and if you deny me time—” 

“ What time is it you wish?” 

© Three months for half the sum, and six 
months for the other half.” 

“Impossible! Yet there isa mode of set- 
tlement,” said Lafarge, beginning to put his 
scheme forward. 

“Naine it, sir, I am ready to make any 
sacrifice.” . 

Lafarge hesitated—a little ashamed of 

. What le was about to propose, 

“You have a daughter,” he began; “I 
think—nay, know, that she has interested 
the heart of my nephew.” 

Monsieur Duroc looked surprised. 

“Tndeed, sir!’ he exclaimed; “that is 
more than I was aware of” 

“No matter,” proceeded Lafarge. “T have 
views for my nephew which this attachment 
would materially disarrange, Could we not, 
therefore, for both the young people’s sakes, 
contrive to send your daughter on a visit to 
some relative or friend a few miles distant, 
until all this nonsense of love and romance 
is blown over? In which case, you under- 
stand me, [ cancel your note instantly, and 
have uo other claim than your word of hon- 
or, that we settle accounts when you are 
completely out of your difficulties.” 

Monsieur Duroe arose with honest warmth 
to-his feet. 

J will perish in a prison first!” he cried. 
“What, sir, punish my child—compromise 
her reputation, for money? Never! you may 
exact your note, sir, and consign me to a 
dungeon; but while you oppress me, and all 
that is dearer to me than myself, your ac- 
eusing conscience will at least foree you to 
respect me.” 

Monsteur Duroc bowed haughtily, and in- 
stantly took his departure, Lafarge smiled 


quietly, and took a huge pinch of snuff. He 
did not seem to be very much offended at 
what his debtor had said. Ife summoned 
his confidential clerk, Dubois, and asked 
him what he had done with Monsieur Duroc’s 
bill of exchange, 

*T took it, sir”? answered the clerk, “ that 
I might have it ready to present with the 
other bills that become due to-morrow.” 

Monsieur Lafarge requested him to give it 
tohim, and placed it in his capacious pocket- 
book. 

“T will take care of this myself,” he said. 

“But as you are going out of town, how 
is it to be presented for payment to-mor- 
row ?” ‘inquired the clerk. 

“Tt must not be presented at all,” answered 
Lafarge. “ Duroe is an honest man, and I 
wish to convince him that Iam not a cruel 
one, Lookin that drawer, and see if you 
ean make up twenty thousand francs. I 
must take that sum with me to complete the 
purchase of my new country house.” 

The clerk counted ont the notes and La-° 
farge placed them in his pocket-book, and as 
he did so neither perceived the keen eyes 
that were watebing them through the open 
window. : 

On the morrow Monsieur Lafarge set forth 
at daybreak for Artinay. As it was but seven 
miles, and he prided himself upon his pedes- 
trian powers, he went afoot, and as his road 
lay through the forest of Cercottes he took 
his fowling-piece with him, in the hope that 
he might bring down a pheasant in the wood, 
It would also serve as a protection, should he 
meet with any thieves by the way. But. 
there was not much danger of that, as, for 
the last two years the grand provost had been 
invested with the power to try and hang any 
thief taken in the forest within twenty-four 
hours after his apprehension, 

At noon that day an officer of the Mfare- 
ehcussee discovered the dead body of Mon- 
steur Lafarge near the inn of Cercottes, and 
arrested two persons whom he found near 
the body. ‘These persons were Monsieur 
Duroc, and a half-witted lad named Coco, 
who was a waiter at the inn, 

The grand provost opened his court at 
once, and the prisoners were brought before 
him. This court, for convenience, was held 
in the garden of the murdered man, and the 
working-people gathered in timid gaping 
wonder to view the proceedings. Emilie Du- 
roc and Lucien were also present, both heart- 
stricken by this unlooked-for calamity. 
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The prisoners were interrogated and the 
evidence against them was very strong, Du- 
rochad been discovered with the pocket- 
book of the deceased in his possession, which 
contained his bill of exchange unreceipted, 
and the knife, with which the crime was 
cominitted, was proved tu be Coco's, 

Duroc explained his presence in the forest 
by saying that he was journeying to Che- 
villy to sell his vineyard there, that he might 
be enabled tn part to houdr his acceptance. 
He had heard the report of a gun, rushed 
forward, picked up the pocket-book which 
had been rifled of everything but the bill of 
exchange (which the murderer probably 
knew was valueless to him), and found Mon- 
sleur Lafarge weltering in his blood. Whilst 
stuoping over him, and feeling his heart to 
see if it had ceased to beat, he was arrested, 

Coco did not deny that the knife was his, 
but said he had lost it in the forest that 
morning. Buthe knew something unlucky 
was going to happen to him, a3 a couple of 
ravens had flown croaking over the inn as 
he ran out, alarmed by the report of the gan. 
He had seen Duroc dart into the woud, and 
followed him, to find him kneeling over the 
dead body, . 

These statements did not avail either of 
the prisoners, A motive for the crime had 
been established, and the weapon found and 
acknowledged by which the deed had been 
committed, What so natural, as that Coco, 
Duroe’s brother's waiter, should be a willing 
accomplice in the crime. 

The grand provost ordered them to be led 
to instant execution, when a strange circum- 
stance occurred, Two ravens few croaking 
over the heads of the spectators, and Jean 
Corbeau, who stood by his brother’s side in 
the throng, suddenly became frantic with 
horror. 

“Wal they are there! he exclaimed— 
“they are there! See—see—the witnesses of 
our crime! They come to accuse us of the 


murder! O, save me! save me from them!” 

“Seize those two men!” cried Lucien, re- 
membering the altercation of the previous 
day, “ ‘Chey are the murderers !? 

“ Bring those nen forward!’ ordered the 
grand provost; and he added, in amazement, 
« This is indeed Heaven's work.” 

Their fellow-workmen seized upon the 
brothers and brought them forward. 

“My wound! my wound!” shricked Jean, 
as they grasped him roughly by the shoulders, 

“Wound! who has wounded you?” asked 
the provost. 

“He did—Lafarge!” answered Jean, dis- 
tractedly. “Yes—when Pierre struck the 
knife into his breast—he fired and hit me. 
O! that the shot had reached my heart! 
Lead us to death! Heaven will not let us 
live! it sends its witnesses to blast—to con- 
demn us! The ravens heard his dying words, 
for, seared from their perch by the report of 
the gun, they flew croaking over our heads 
—they heard him say, ‘ Sole witnesses of my 
murder, Heaven grant you may become the 
aecusers of my assassins?’ They do! they 
do! he laughed, hysterically, and fellto the - 
ground, writhing in a fit. 

“Do you confess, too?” the provost de- 
manded of Pierre, 

He was more obdurate than his brother, 
and replied, defiantly: 

* Yes, since to deny it is useless. He has 
betrayed me, and I die. Do your worst— 
hang us as quickly as you like—that fs all 
you can do,” 

The wretches were taken away to execu- 
tion, and Duroe and Coco were released from 
custody. Their exoneration had been com- 
plete, es 

When the period of his mourning had ex- 
pired, Lucien, who was enriched by his un- 
cle’s untimely death, led the gentle Emile 
Duroc to the altar; and it is by their de- © 
scendants that this singular tradition has 
been kept alive. 
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THE CABIN BY THE RIVER. 


BY WILLIAM H. BUSHNELL. 


Tr had been a dull, cheerless and, for the’ 


most. part, a rainy day—one of the kind that 
hot only saturate the outer covering, but 
chill the traveller to the very bone—that tire 


out horseflesh and make the rider glad to. 


gain any kind of shelter. 

This was especially the case with one who 
had been plodding along through the early 
spring mud of the Mississippi valley in the 
(at almost any time) far from pleasant em- 
ployment of hunting up lands for new resi- 
dents. But John Sharp was accustomed to 
Toughing it—to sleeping out in wood or 
Prairie, for want of better accommodation— 
making his bed according to circumstances, 
and, dressed, fittingly for his business, he 


cared little (a3 a general thing) for wind or 
weather, or what inconvenicnces he might 
Jabor under. 

But now he rode gramblingly along. The 
previous night had been passed in the forks 
of a& great cottonwood tree; he had ridden 
all day through the cold rain, finding a road, 
as best he might, through the tangled vines 
and parasite creepers, and was anxiously 
looking for some place where he might ob- 
tain rest and food. His knowledge of the 
country and his compass assured him that 
he could not be very far distant from the 
river, and though the fare of the wood-chop- 
pers, whose cabins were builded upon its 
banks, was not inviting, still it was better 
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than none. So he urged on his jaded horse, 
muttering anything but complimentary re- 
marks upon the fools who invested in wild 
lands without knowing anything of their 
value, and vowing that upon his return home 
he would forever quit that kind of life, marry 
a little prairie flower he knew of, settle down 
and patiently wait for his corner lots and pre- 
emption claims to make him rel. 

It was a pleasant picture he drew of his 
future home and pretty blue-eyed wife—a 
cottage nestling in the midst of trees, and— 
well, many other things, and it served to 
make his present still more wretched, espe- 
cially as the rain increased and darkness was 
swiftly coming on. The latter would have 
been a thing but little cared for on a prairie 
road, but it was entirely the reverse here, 
and rendered travelling impossible. Then, 
too, it would force him to pass another night 
perched up in a tree, and he was growling 
forth his discontent, when he stumkled intoa 
wood road, then into « little clearing, and 
saw the river and a cabin standing upon its 
banks. 

Ina few moments he was knocking at the 
door and demanding admission. It was 
opened by a poorly-dressed, sad-eyed woman, 
whose face revealed a fearful history of want, 
abuse, and it might be shame. She was tall, 
black-haired and eyed, not above twenty 
years of age, and if the sunken cheeks had 
becn filled out, the sallow complexion fresh, 
the emaciated form plumnp—if she had been 
neatly clad and the shadows banished from 
her face, would have been more than ordi- 
navily goud looking. Now she appeared like 
a woman wreeked before she had passed 
girlhood. 

“Can I pass the night here?” Sharp 
asked, in the mest kind tones he could 
command, 

“T don’t know,” was the muttered answer, 
and she glanced half terrified around as one 
who lived in constant fear. 

“Who, then, am I to ask ?” 

“The men,” 

“ Where are they 2” 

“ Gone across the river to get whiskey. I 
wish the boat would sink to the bottom with 
them—wish every drop of strong drink was 
burned up? 

“J presume you will permit mo to come 
in and warm and rest until they come back.” 

“You ean do as you please;” and she 
turned away and resumed the work at which 
she had been engaged. 


“You must lead a very lonely life,” hesaid, 
determined to force the conversation, and, if 
possible, learn something of her history. 

“Lonely enough. I haven's seen the face 
of a woman in three months—nothing but 
great brutes of men.” 

“‘Phey are wood-choppers, I reckon ?” 

“Wood-choppers, gainblera and drunkards, 
and—” she stopped suddenly as if there was 
more behind that had better remain unut- 
tered— but I don’t want to talk about them, 
If you are not a stranger on the river you 
know what kind of men lve In such God- 
forsaken places.” 

“Itis not the first time, by many, that I 
have passed the night in their cabins, But I 
have generally found them to be hospitable 
and kind-hearted men, even though rough, 
How jong did you say you had been living 
hero?” 

“Three months, and I wish I was dead.” 

The tone was that of utter despair—one in 
which all of hope had dled out—as if the past 
was a blank and the future a horror, and the 
dim eyes and trembling lips told even more 
than the tongue, But Sharp thought best 
not to notice it and continued: 

“ Your people intend to make a permanent 
wood-yard at this point?” 

“fT don’t know—don’t care. Iwas born on 
the river, in a sort of flat-boat, havo been 
going ever since, and never expect to have 
any rest. Taye you got the time, stranger?” 
and the dim eyes suddenly grew bright~ 
flashed with an avaricious Jight. 

“Tf you mean a watch, no,” he replied, in- 
stantly put upon his guard, and thanking for- 
tune there was no sign of the valuable one 
he carried, “ but if you would like to know 
the hour it must be very near sundown.” 

“Phen they'll be back soon, as hungry as 
wolves and cross a8 bears. 1 must build up 
the fire and get supper;” and she threw an 
old shawl over her head and was about to go 
out into the pouring rain, when ho inter- 
cepted her. 

“Tt ig not a woman's place to do such 
things,” he said, kindly; “unless compelled 
by dire necessity, and you are neither strong 
nor well, Your men should have seen that 
you were amply provided with wood.” 

“They see to it! Not a single foot would 
either one stir even if I was dying.” 

“Well, you remain in doors. I am already 
wet, and even if I wero not I would not per- 
mit you to go out.” 

She looked at him in astonishment—as if 
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she could not believe her senses that there 
was even 80 much of kindness in the world 
—and tears gathered in her eyes; then for 
the first time for many a day a “thank yon, 
sir,” dropped from her lips. 

With plenty of wood and an axe lying near, 
John Sharp was not long in cutting and 
bringing in a sufficient quantity, and then 
taking up a pall asked: 

“ Where is the spring ?” 

She pointed in the direction of the woods, 
but did not answer a word; she appeared to 
be too much amazed to do so, and silently 
watched him as he went forth, returned, 
kindled the fire, and filled and put on the 
kettle. Then she questioned, in those trem- 
ulous tones that revealed how much the 
heart was stirred: 

“Are you married, sir?” 

“Not yet,” he answered, blushing, “but I 
hope to be at some not very distant day.” 

“Your wife will be a happy woman,” she 
sighed. 

“Why?” He knew that she was mentally 
drawing & contrast with her own situation. 

“Because you will be so very kind to her?” 
and the long restrained tears burst forth. 

“I would ba kind to any woman, But 
your question appears ta imply that you are 
inarricd !” 

“God help me~Iam! At least they say I 
am, but I sometimes fear it is alie. Hark! 
what sound was that?” 

“Only the moaning of the wind.” 

The woman stepped to the little window 
that overlooked the river, slid it back and 
watched Jong and anxiously; but at length, 
apparently satisfied, she returned to her 
place by the fire and continued, though in 
more guarded tones: 

“One night—it is more than two years ago 
now—they forced me to drink of their cursed 
cups, and when I was mad—knew not, eared 
not what I was doing—there was some kind 
of a ceremony, and when I became my-elf 
again they told me I was married, and to a 
man I hated above all others.” 

“Why do you not leave him?” 

““eave him? Great Heaven! how I have 
longed to do so, but dared not. IIe would 
kill me if he knew I thought of such a thing.” 

“Taye you no father to protect you?" 

“Tdon't know. He calls himself so, but I 
don’t know;” and she shook her head sadly, 

“And your mother?” 

“I don’t remember her, Hark! they are 
Coming now. Nota word of kindness to mo; 


don’t even look at me, or I shall suffer when 
you are gone, God only knows what I have 
gone through;” and she retreated to the 
further side of the cabin and began making a 
great rattling among the few broken dishes 
that comprised the store, 

Sharp drew forth his pipe, lighted it, turned 
his back upon her and began smoking, though 
he was determined to see more of her and 
plan some way for her to escape. But even 
if opportunity offered he could not take her 
with him, though there would be no doubt of 
her gladly going. Tis little prairie blossom 
stood in the way, and he was far too houor- 
able to hold out any false inducements, or do 
anything that might cast even suspicion upon 
his name. Still he was decided to aid hes— 
to give her a little money so that she might 
uot be hopelessly in the power of the men 
ske both hated and feared, and was reflecting 
upon the best plan, when the door wasswung 
open and a man demanded, with an oath, if 
supper was ready. Then, seeing Sharp, he 
continued: 

“Walloo, stranger! Where did you como 
from ?” 

“From the timber, Iam hunting up land 
and come to ask shelter for the night.” 

“Been here long?” and he glanced sts- 
Pictously from him to the woman. 

“No, just come. Didn't you see me dis- 
mounting as you were landing ?” 

Sharp conceived the story (under such eir- 
cumstances) to be a pardonable offence 
against truth—one of the kind that, like the 
oath of Uncle Toby, would be obliterated by 
the tears of the recording angel. 

“TWumph! Come from up the river, I 
reckon ?” 

“Yes, Here is my business card;” and he 
gave it, knowing the man would eare nothing 
for it, but hoping it might reach the eyes of 
the poor woman so as to tell her who her 
friend was in case of escape, 

“Going to take up the land so as to rob 
us of the chance of getting wood 2” 

“No. I have no claims this side of the 
bluff,” he answered, though he could scarcely 
suppress a smile at the coolness of a man, 
who lived by theft, talking of being robbed 
out of his rights by the lawful owner! 

The answer appeared to satisfy the man, 
and, as two others came stamping in at the 
moment, he became silent and had an oppor- 
tunity to examine them more closely. The 
one with whom he had the brief conversation 
was still young, of intense muscular power, 
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low-browed and with the marks of unre- 
strained passions and crime stamped upon 
his fage, and was evidently the husband of 
the wretched woman. The others were 
mach older, and he who claimed to be the 
father forbidding in every particular, a man 
whom every honest person would shun, 

“Who ts that man, Jane?” he asked, in a 
half whisper, of his daughter. 

“[ don't know—haven't spoken to him. 
Mike has—ask him. Go along and don’t 
bother me.” 

She evidently had no scruples about 
“stretching the truth” when it suited: her 
purpose. 

“Why haven't you got supper ready ?” 

“Why didu’t you leave tie some wood ?” 

“Didn't think of it.” 

© You never do.” 

“You've got plenty now;” and he glanced 
at it sharply, perhaps thought the ends were 
cut remarkably clean for a woman, but said 
nothing about it, and drawing a stool near 
the hearth, addressed Sharp with, “lad a 
bad day to ride, stranger.” 

“Yes, and Iwas glad to find shelter, By 
the way, is there not some place where FT can 
put my horse?” 

“Tl attend to that. Come, boys, and help 
me bring up the things from the boat, The 
girl will have supper ready by that time, 
No, you needn't go, stranger. There's no 
use in your being out ii the rain again, 
Make yourself easy. I know how to take 
eare of a good horse;” and he winked know- 
ingly to his hopeful son-in-law. 

But though the trio left the eabin, Sharp 
was aware that he was not unwatched, and 
refrained from taking any notice of or speak- 
ing to the woman, who shoved a table into 
the middle of the floor and began placing the 
dishes upon it. She, too, was evidently aware 
of the surveillance, and yet, as she stooped 
over the fire cooking meat or attending to the 
coffee, she managed to whisper from time to 
tine: 

“Make believe drink when you are asked, 
play cards with them and lose a little, but, for 
the sake of your life, don’t show mueli 
money.” 

There was no need of an answer, Ife by 
this time understood the character of the 
men, and felt that safety lay in unceasing 
watchfulness. Yet he communicated his 
comprehension and thanks by signs, even 
motioned her to the card her husband had 
tossed contemptiuously away, and was pleased 


to see her staop and read ft without picking 
it up and was certain his name and address 
would not be forgotten. 

The rude supper was soon despatched, the 
table cleared, and a jug and cups, and a well 
worn pack of cards placed upon it. 

“Come, stranger,” said the old man, “it's 
early yet. Suppose we have something to 
crink and a game.” 

“Nothing would suit me better,” answered 
Sharp, with alacrity; “Us fond of both, 
What shall the game be?” 

“Choose for yourself” 

“Twenty deck suits me. 
say ?” 

“Allright. Shufite and deal.” 

It was the game of poker then most in 
yogue in that locality, the one most used for 
gambling, and suited the eutthroats exactly, 
Of course with all parties agrecing—three to 
win and one to lose—the result was certain, 
and after an hour Sharp was the poorer 
by several dollars, and, having  (appar- 
ently) drank as deeply as the rest, was far 
gone in intoxication, complained of being 
tired, and requested to be shown to a place 
where he could sleep. 

The woman, who had been sitting upon a 
low stool by the fire with her head resting 
upon her hands and intently watching the 
game, sprang up and procuring a candle sald: 

“This way, sir.” 

“No you don’t,” answered her husband, 
and snatching the light sent her whirling 
across the floor, “No you don’t, I doubt 
not but you had time enough before we came 
to make love to the stranger.* 

The face of the woman became livid with 
yage and her eyes flashed fire. For the mo- 
ment she evidently thought of a bitter retal- 
jation of the insult, for her hand clutched the 
nearest, weapon—a heavy hammer-and she 
looked as if she could have drained him, It 
was very difficult, too, for Sharp to control 
himself and keep up his acting, but both 
knew the value of caution, and the other 
staggered up a rickety Iadder after his 
conductor. 

“There, stranger,” he said, “you'll sleep as 
sound asa top. There'll be nothing to dis- 
turb you. Good-night.” 

Without undressing Sharp threw himself 
upon an apology for a bed, blew out the light, 
and looked well to his pistols. That he was 
to be robbed, if not murdered, he had not the 
slightest doubt, and he must either escape or 
defend himself. If the former, he would teave 


What do you 
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the woman totally to their mercy, but a few 
moments satisfied him that she was able to 
take care of herself, He listened and at first 
heard hard and angry conversation; then 
knew that the woman had retired, that the 
men were getting drunker, and that he was 
the subject of conversation. But he could 
not learn anything definitely of their inten- 
tions though he could now and then cateh a 
few words about “money, horse, must be 
rich, will sleep very soundly, uo one to fear, 
easily done.” 

To lie there and watch—to be every mo- 
ment expecting to ve murdered—was terrible, 
and yet it was all be could do, There was 
no way of getting out of the room except by 
the same way he had entered, and that was not 
to be thought of. Had there been a window 
he would not have hesitated for a single mo- 
ment, or thought itcowardice. Now he must 
face danger, come in what shape it would, 
and he longed for the time to come when he 
should measure strength with his enemies, 
and either be victor or put out of torture. 

Bat it appeared as if that hour would never 
come. His strained ear caught in everything 
—the patiering of the rain upon the reof, the 
moaning of the wind through the forest, the 
dullswash of the river, the rattling of the eups, 
and the hum of voices grown thick by  re- 
peated draughts. He hoped that they might 
at last affect them so much as to banish cau- 
tion—to loosen their tongues and permit him 
to catch their words—but it was not so. 
They were far too well used to liquer in in- 
ordinate quantities, and too well trained in 
crime, to be betrayed into overstepping the 
bounds of discretion, Yet at last he did get 
an inkling of what was to be his fate, and 
perhaps to meet it, 

Silently slipping off his boots and removing 
his neck-handkerchief, so that it could not be 
used to choke him, he arose from the bed, 
huddled up the clothes so as to represent a 
human figure, aud crawled towards the open- 
iug in the floor. But seareely had he arrived 
there before the two old men crept stealthily 
up and drew near the bed, each armed 
with a Jong knife. That he was to be 
butchered without the slightest chance of re- 
sistance was evideut, and he blessed God that 
he was even so far preserved. Yet he was 
still very far from being out of danger. The 
husband of the wretched woman—the most 
formidable antagonist of all—was waiting be- 
low, axe in hand, to cut him down in ease he 
should overpower the old men, and he felt 


that his last moment had come, Still he was 
Not going to submit without a struggle, His 
first thought—and lightning is not more swift 
than the action of mind at such times—was 
to shoot down the men in the chamber, and 
then render himself safe against any subse- 
quent attack from them. But great as was 
the provocation, guiltless as he would have 
been in the Jight of self-preservation, it was 
too cool shedding of blood, and, with one 
prayer for his sweet little prairie blossom, 
he drew his pistol, sprang down the Jadder 
and dragged it from the fastenings to the 
floor. 

Avoiding a full blow of the waiting ruffian, 
he endeavored to reach the door and make 
good his escape, loath even then to take hu- 
man life; but such a thing was not to be. 
The stroke was repeated, his pistol fired, 
neither taking effect, and in an instant they 
were grappling upon the Noor, weaponless, 
Then commenced a terrible trial of strength. 
The viver thief and cutthroat had for once 
met almost if not quite his match; accident 
would give either the victory, and that fatality 
was against Jolin Sharp. He was turned 
under, his arms pinioned by the knees of his 
atagonist, and his throat grasped by iron 
fingers until his senses swam. Then there 
came asudden sense of relief, the load was 
removed from his chest, he gasped for breath, 
and looking wildly around, saw the woman 
standing by his side with lis revolver levelled 
at the men above. 

“ Here, take my place,” she said, “and keep 
guard while I get your horse.” 

“But where fs he?” glancing around for 
the man with whom he had been struggling, 
and saw him lying senseless, covered with 
blood and a ghastly wound in his head, 

“Don’t stop to think of him,” she exelaim- 
ed, savagely. “Ile may recover at any mo- 
nent. I struck the blow, and if it had been 
ten times as heavy and deep it would not 
half repay my wrongs, If any one of them 
stirs shoot him just as quick as you would a 
snake.” 

She was gone for a moment and then re- 
turned with his horse, but to his astonishment 
she was already mounted, Ie had not thought 
of her doing 80, but now saw that there was 
no other alternative. She had risked her life 
nobly for him, and he would not leave her to 
be brutally murdered. 

“Shoot all down like dogs!” she hissed, 
with checks red enough now and eyes flash- 
ing with a tigress's glare, Shoot every one.” 
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‘Not gven to have saved himself would he 
have done such 4 deed, and, watching his op- 
portunity, he dashed out of tho cabin, closed 
tha door, flung himself upon his horse behind 
the girl, and driving his heels into the flanks 
urged him forward. 

“Thank God! we are safe,” she murmured, 
as they were just gaining the shelter of the 
woads, . 

“ Yes, thank—” 

“O Heaven!” 

He did net wait to be told what had hap- 
pened. The report of a rifle, the exclama- 
tion, the clasping of the hands to her side, 
told the sad story, and twining one arm 
around so as to sustain her sinking form, he 
dashed down the road by the river until she 
begged him to stop. 

“Tecan go no further—am dying,” she 
whispered. “Lift me down—leave me and 
save yourself.” 

He placed her gently upon the grass, and 
by the light of the eoming day could see the 
shadows of death swiftly gathering on her 
face. She struggled to raise her arms, clasp 


him around the neck, and drawing bis head 
down faintly uttered: 

“Tam dying—dying. Pray for me. Kiss 
me, No pure Hps, not even those of my 
mother, have ever touched mine.” 

He could not refuse the request, and the 
kiss that quivered upon his lips from those of 
the dying one—whatever she might have 
been—was almost holy. 

“Thank you—thank you,” she murmured. 
“O God! that pang! Don’t leave me, lm 
dying—dy—” 

The head drooped, the weary eyes were 
closed never to open again. He lifted her in 
his arms, carried her into the timber, covered 
the stiffening form with branches, and rode 
to the nearest town, told his story and pro- 
cured help. But save to give the corpse a 
decent burial all was in vain. The cabin was 
empty, the men and boat gone. There was 
nothing to tell of who they were, and the 
stone John Sharp and his wife saw placcd 
over her who had sacrificed her life for his, 
bore simply the name of “Jane” and the 
words “ Judge not.” 


ny 
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'TH@ CARLYON TRAGEDY. 


BY BERT L. 


Jusr the two men composed the family 
at Carlyon Hall, and a gay wild life they 
led. Not that they were much together, 
or that good-will inclined them to the same 
course. Truth to tell, there was little sym- 
pathetic feeling lost between the 1wo 
Carlyons. 

The elder man gave his select dinners 
and champagne suppers to his clique, while 
Rafe, his son, scoured the country for a 
score of miles about with choice spirits of 
his, professediy on hunting expeditions, 
during which times sorrow and shame were 
brought home to more than one rosy- 
cheeked country lass, who had been be- 


THOMPSON. 


guiled by the fulsome flattery of the gay 
young gentlemen. ; 

‘The Hall itself was a patched-up pile of 
ruinous masonry. ‘The Carlyons for three 
generations back had proved a spendthrift 
race; ‘and their once ample patrimony had 
dwindled down to astretch of barren acres, 
with a village of miserable tenement 
houses, which yielded the sole income of 
the present proprietor. Still, he could 
boast a long descent, and we all know how 
far an illustrious pedigree will go toward 
propping up a falling house. 

This was the atate of affairs when Mrs. 
Mondeville came down from town with a 
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half dozen servants at her back, and pretty 
Bertha Mondeville, her very reluctant com- 
panion. 

Bertha was the lady’s youngest daugh- 
ter, and beside the generous portion of 
Mondeville property destined to fall to her 
share, had good prospects of an inheri- 
tance from the wizened, eccentric old wo- 
yoan who had stood godmother to her at 
her christening, eighteen years before. 

With such expectations, and possessed 
of natural attractions which drew hosts of 
sighing lovers to her feet, it was certainly 
reprehensible in her to give preference to 
one far beneath her in the social stale. At 
least, so reasoned her lady mother. But 
Bertha was willful, and maternal restric- 
tions went for naught. Shehad given her 
heart and promised her hand to Ray Ber- 
nard, the struggling artist, who, as yet, was 
quite unknown to both fame and fortune. 
He was sanguine, though, and Bertha no 
lessso. She reposed the utmost confidence 
in his genius and ultimate success, while 
he toiled with renewed energy for his tri- 
umphal wreath, knowing that her happi- 
ness was involved in the result of his 
effort. 

But here Mrs. Mondeville interposed. 
Her wrath fet] harmlessly upon her daugh- 
ter’s perverse head, until, angered beyond 
bounds, she had recourse to extreme meas- 
ures to break off the proposed misalliance. 
Ray Bernard was forbidden the house, and 
Bertha was placed under strict espionage 
for the time. 

The Carlyons were distant relatives of 
the family, and Mrs. Mondeville fixed upon 
the Hall as’a secure and retired asylum for 
her wayward child. So, hither they had 
come, fast upon the track of the courteous 
little note of warning that announced them. 

The Hall had been put in hurried order 
for the reception of the ladies. The rem- 
nants of plate were duly polished, the 
frayed damask and fine linen (evidences of 
decaying gentility) taken from the drawers. 
Carlyon cleared his domicile of bachelor 
Suests, and met them with the courtly ease 
which distinguizhes gentle blood, no mat- 
ter how much weighed upon by adverse 
circumstances. Rafe, who was in the habit 
of being absent for days together, knew 
nothing of the proposed advent, and sur- 
prised himself not a little by coming home 
to find such an unprecedented party estab- 
lished there. 


Mrs. Mondeville endured a week in the 
dreary solitary place, and then went away, 
leaving Bertha and a lynx-eyed maid to the 
hespitable charge of the Carlyons. 

It was not a pleasant duty for the latter 
to assume, and for a time they regretted 
the necessary suspension of their reckless 
pleasures. Not that either reformed, even 
temporarily, but the Hall could no lozger 
be thrown open to boon comrades and 
nightly orgies. They clung to their cus- 
tomary habits, but, unused to the trouble 
of concealment, chafed against the bon- 
dage which common ceurtesy imposed upon 
them. 

This state of things did not continue 
long, however. Bertha’s cheery young 
presence brought a flood of sunshine into 
the dreary old house such as it had not 
known for many years. The grim dark 
rooms held attractions for their inmates 
which they had not hitherto possessed. 

Certainly, in removing her daughter 
from the influence of one lover, Mrs. Mon- 
deville had not meant to subject her to the 
importunities of two. Carlyon, drawn per- 
haps by visions of the ample dowry des- 
tined for her, and Rafe—blase as he was— 
actually touched with an approximation to 
noble sentiment, were both soon numbered 
with her devotees. 

Bertha’s position was becoming extreme- 
ly unpleasant. A note, smuggled ont, de- 
spite the watchfulness of the maid, brought 
no response from Ray Bernard. Her moth- 
er remained unmoved by her urgent en- 
treaties for a speedy return, and meantime 
the two Carlyons urged their individual 
suits with persistent ardor. 

Rafe, impulsive and passionate, could 
wait to make no politic moves in prosecut- 
ing his wooing. His very earnestness 
would have pleaded powerfully for him, 
had not the girl’s heart and mind been 
filled with other love and other thoughts, 
He came in upon her suddenly one after- 
noon, when he knew her to be alone. 

“It’s the old, old story, Bertha, that I 
want to tell you,” he said. ‘I suppose I 
am not worthy of you—for P’ve been a wild 
blade in my time—but I will make myself 
better when you give me the dear assur- 

ance I am waiting for. Bertha, love, come 
to me.” 

His dark face, handsome, sede the 
lines dissipation had left upon it, grew 


_ tender, his eyes looked down in hers with 
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eager impassioned hght. Bertha’s heart 
throbbed pityingly as she realized the pain 
her words must inflict upon him. 

“O Rafe! I had hoped you might not 
subject me to this test. It would be eruel 
to give you false hope, for I can never be 
more than your eamest friend. Forget 
that you have eared for me, and bestow 
your love on some cne who will make you 
happier than I ever could.” 

“Bertha! Bertha! you can’t mean to 
leave mein utter despair? I will wait 
and work, and prove myself a better man 
than I have yet been. Only tell me that 
there is a chance of winning you at last P? 

“It can never be, Rafe. Because—be- 
cause I love another.” 

The still white rage which settled down 
upon his face frightened her more than if 
he had broken out in angry words. 

“Tshall not give you up, nevertheless,” 
he said, with quiet intensity. “Give mea 
little hope, and an equal chance, and I will 
try for your love by fair means; but by 
measures foul or fair, no other man shail 
ever take you from me.” 

With that he turned, leaving her abrupt- 
ly, ashe had come, and his quick steps 
gave back a sharp ring from the paved 
walk without. Ata little distance he en- 
countered the elder Carlyon, who accosted 
lim, timing his leisurely pace to the other’s 
hasty strides. 

“ Easy, my son! I have some informa- 
tion which it may be best to impart at 
once. I happened to overhear your con- 
versation of a moment ago—by the way, 
you should never make love near open 
windows—and am gratified to know that 
Bertha holds such an important place in 
your estimation.” 

“Ab! Rafe waited, knowing that 
something more lay behind that suave ad- 
dress, 

“Yes; but I must warn you against 
your own impetuous nature, which may 
lead you to extremes. As she said, it is 
quite impossible for her to regard your 
suit with favor.” 

“ May Lask why?” 

“Simply because I intend to marry her 
myself.” 

“* By Heaven, you shali not? 

Carlyon drooped his eyelids, a trick of 
his when angered. : 

“Did you ever know me to relinquish ‘a 
purpose ?”? 


“Or me to fail in making good my 
words? I would kill any man ere he 
should thwart me, or brave me by flaunt- 
ing her preference.’ 

Each read indomitable resolution in the 
other’s face. The gauntlet was cast be- 
tween them, and hereafter only bitter en- 
mity could mark their mutual relation. 

A week wore heavily away. Then Rafe 
disappeared, went no one knew whither, 
and Bertha awoke to a consciousness that 
she was no better than a prisoner in the 
old Hall. The maid had been bribed to 
cooperate with Carlyon, and he himself 
announced his purpose with a quiet steadi- 
ness of manner which would admit of no 
gainsaying. 

With his ruthless will erushing down all 
obstacles in his way, and no communication. 


- With her friends permitted, save such as 


he dictated, Bertha felt that her opposition 
must give way before the cruel forces he 
brought to bear upon her. 

At last he gained his purpose. How he 
accomplished it, himself and his tool best 
knew. But the clergyman was at the Hall, 
and Bertha, worn to a shadow of her for- 
mer cheery self, with her face scarce less 
white than the bridal robes she wore, Went 
tremblingly down the worm-eaten stairs to 
be wedded to the man she both hated and 
feared. Catrlyon met her with a trium- 
phant smile upon bis face, but the words 
of gratulation he was about to offer never 
left his lips. A man, with haggard face, 
bloodless lips drawn away from his glitter- 
ing teeth, and dishevelled hair Streaming 
about his neck, rushed up the length of the 
Passage-way, and grappled with him. It 
was Rafe, who had been confined all this 
time in one of the yaultlike cellars beneath 
the old Hall, and had escaped now to 
wreak insane fury npon his jealous jailor. 
There was an inherent madness ‘in’ the 
Carlyon blood, and these weeks of solitude 
and mental torture had brought the curse 
upon the younger man. : 

Astrugsle ensued that was fearful to 
Witness. Bertha crouched upon the stairs 
with rigid blanched face, and eyes never 
wavering from the horrible spectacle. Ser- 
vants ran screaming, all was chaos fora 
moment, and then awful quietude fell 
upon the Hall. 

There was a crushed, bleeding, senseless 
mass upon the floor, and the madman, his 
Tage appeased, unresistingly submiited to 
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the bonds which were placed upon him. 
Carlyon went to answer for his sins before 
an eternal tribunal; his son drags outa 
living death in a lunatic asylum. 

But Bertha, sorely tried, found peace at 
last. Shocked beyond measure by the 
frightful tragedy which had been enacted, 
and appalled by the peril her daughter had 


tins 


passed, Mrs. Mondeville recalled Ray Ber- 
nard from the fruitless quest he was pur- 
suing. It is needless to say that Bertha’s 
letter never reached him, and that Mrs. 
Mondeville had sent him far as possible 
from the actual track. But the young 
people could freely forgive all past injuries 
in the happiness which was theirs at last. 
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THE DIAMOND CRESCENT. 
BY ESTHER SEBLE KENNETH, 


““Wuo is she?” asked West, his eyes 
lighting up. 

Blossy’s governess,” answered Mrs. 
Dayton, coldly. 

Stephanie, all unconscious, went quietly 
down the garden walk, leading the child by 
the hand. Something in that fair young 
face won West Dayton’s heart. 

“She looks young and sad, mother. I 
hope you are kind to her.” 

“Certainly,” replied Mrs. Dayton, indif- 
ferently. 

He was home ona furlough, young Cap- 
tain Dayton, fresh from the land of 
Apaches, all courage, strength and happi- 
ness. At twenty-four one is apt to be ten- 
der-hearted, especially toward women; and 
if I say that the captain fell in love with 
Stephanie Allyne at first sight, I shall not 
be far wrong. He did not know that his 
mother intended him to marry his cousin 
Claudia Dare, 

Claudia was a blooming romp, but an 
heiress. The Daytons of Flax Pond were 

“not wealthy. Stephanie was more properly 
Blossom’s nurse, for she took the whole 
care of the child, besides teaching her. 
‘Mrs, Dayton was busy trying to keep up 
the appearances of her forner station, 
which had once been of importance. Bat 
they were only in moderate circumstances 
now, and Mrs. Dayton’s life was consumed 
in heart-burnings of envy at the prosperity 
of others. 

But she was determined that West should 
make a wealthy marriage—that he should 
‘marry his cousin Claudia Dare. 

‘West would as soun have married one of 
Blossy’s rag dolls. Claudia had no more 
sense or sensibility. Her only attractions 
were her blooming health and animal 
spirits. 

But this quiet governess of his little sie- 
ter, sweet-voiced, brown-eyed, tender and 
calm, she suited his mercurial blood tem- 
perament to a charm! 

Judge of Mrs. Dayton’s horror when 
Blossy stole into her chamber one evening, 
and revealed that West was walking with 
Miss Allyne in the garden, and that he had 
kissed her! 


She ran to the window and peeped out. 
Yes, there was Stephanie’s white dress un- 
der the linden trees, and West's tall, dark, 
shadowy figure close beside it. Mrs. Day- 
ton’s dark eyes scintillated. 

‘He'll never rest now until she marries 
him! He’s like his father. I know him! 
What is to be done must be done quickly.’? 

Mrs. Dayton slept little that night. The 
next morning her sharp black eyes saw a 
plain gold ring on Stephanie’s hand. After 
breakfast she went to her room, sat down, 
and thought deeply. : 

She went to her dressing-table at last, 
and unlocked a private drawer. From 
thence she took out an old pencil-case, and 
unclasped it. Something flashed ‘and daz- 
zled within. It was a diamond crescent 
attached to a ribbon of blue silk. : 

But the diamonds were paste. This was 
Mrs. Dayton’s secret. She had sold the 
jewels to pay off the mortgage, a very 
heavy one, on her property, five years pre- 
viously. Before that time her diamonds 
were noted; no one suspected the change. 

She looked at the crescent a long time, 
murmured thoughtfully, “Yes, that will 
do,” and put it away again. 

As she locked the drawer, she seemed to 
falter for an instant. But just then, inthe 
hall, she heard Stephanie laugh—a low soft 
laugh, a happy lightness in it such as she 
had never heard before. She set her thin 
lips, turned away her dark eyes, scintillat- 
ing again. : 

“Shall I be ruined for that chit?’ she 
said, scornfully. 

The next day Claudia Dare was expected 
on a visit. Bouncing and exuberant as- 
ever, she came, and immediately chal- 
lenged West's attentions. 

“She is my cousin, a jolly girl, but Ido 
not love her, you know,” said West, whis- 
pering to Stephanie in the hall as he went 
to order his horse saddled; for he was go- 
ing to ride with Claudia. She delighted in 
races, adventures, and hairbreadth escapes. 

They galloped away laughing. Stepha- 
nie watched them from the nursery win- 


.dow without a thought of envy. Mrs. Day- 


ton, who had also watched their departure 
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from the halldoor, came quickly up the 
stairs. 

A few moments afterwards she sent for 
Stephanie to come to her chamber. 

Her mind was firmly set now. She be- 
gan without flinching: 

“Miss Allyne, I have missed a valuable 
article. I have reason to suppose you have 
taken it.” 

A flash of the beautiful brown eyes, a 
blanching of the round cheek, but Ste- 
phanie did not, could not speak. 

“J have no expectation of recovering my 
diamond crescent,” continued Mrs. Day- 
ton. “If you would connive to rob me, 
you would plot to conceal your booty safe- 
ly. ButT hesitate about putting so young 
a girl in the hands of the police.” 

‘Good heavens !”’ cried Stephanie, “ what 
are you talking about? Mrs. Dayton, you 
must be crazy. I steal from you! Good 
heavens?’ g 

“Those heroics are all wasted on me, 
Miss Allyne. But, as I said before, I hesi- 
tate at sending you to jail.” 

Stephanie turned deathly faint. She 
thought of her old parents, whose main- 
stay she had been for years, of her young 
brothers looking to her for a sister’s in- 
fluence. ° 

“I will be merciful to you. Go to your 
room and pack your trunk. I must send 
you away, but you need not go without a 
refuge,” she heard Mrs. Dayton saying. 

Blindly she obeyed. What awful fate 
was this which had fallen upon her? She 
was bewildered with terror and grief. She 
hardly knew what she was doing as she 
mechanically placed her clothing in her 
trunk and locked it. But soon Mrs. Day- 
ton stood beside her. 

““Bere is a railroad ticket. Go to this 
address. The people wiil receive you. You 
can hide your shame there until you repent. 
Goatonce. Peter will take you to the 
depot; the train starts in half an hour.” 

Utterly broken and speechless, the poor 
girl passed out of her new paradise. Three 
hours of railroad travel, and she was.set 
down at an old farmhouse on Mad River, 
where an aged couple, one blind, the other 
deaf, permitted her to abide with them. 





West Dayton was not satisfied. It was 
so strange that Stephanie should leave 
Flax Pond on a visit to her family just 
then, when their relationship was new and 


so alluring. He tried to warn himself that 
perhaps he did not understand Stephanie, 
their acquaintance had been so brief. 
Might she not, as Mrs. Dayton intimated, 
bea “light girl ?”—had not his head been 
easily turned by a sylphlike figure, a pair 
of pale pink cheeks? But those brown 
eyes were true and pure in their depths; 
that he would swear to. He was restless, 
indifferent to his guest, unhappy. By no 
means could he find out where Stephanie 
had gone. 

“She said she wished to go home,” said 
Mrs. Dayton, disapprovingly. “I am in- 
different about her coming back. I have 
observed several things in her character 
that I do not like.’ 

At first he did not doubt that she would 
come back. One week went by, two, three, 
and she did not return. 

His furlough was short, only two weeks 
more. He could not give her upso. He 
looked wretched. Claudia pouted. Mrs 
Dayton grew alarmed. : 

‘You surely were not in love with the 
girl?” she said, affecting amazement. 

“Ido love her, mother! and she must 
be found!” he flashed forth. ‘Cannot 
you find out where her home is?” 

“Thaven’t the least idea,” coldly. 

He dashed away from her as she sat on 
the piazza, and strode down the garden. 
Little Blossy caught his arm and drew him 
to a seat. 

“I know where Miss Allyne is, West, 
and I want you to get her back.” 

“Where is she, Blossom ?” catching the 
child on his knee, < 

“Up Mad River, at old Grandsire Al- 
lyne’s house. Mamma told her that she 
stole her diamond crescent, and sent her 
off. But she didn’t; it is in the Jittle 
drawer now. Isawit. It most killed Miss 
Allyne. llikeher; get her back, West. 
Mamma is cross to her.”? 

With a cry of exultation, West Dayton 
tossed the child into the air, and then set 
herdown. At dinner time he was missing. 





Mad River brawled sulleniy among its 
stones. A horseman on its bank looked 
across with burning eyes. He had just es- 
caped from a railroad disaster. His coat 
was torn, his right hand craelly burned by 
steam, but he pressed on. 

“We must swim it, Prince. Get !—steady, 
sirl? 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 


The noble animal breasted the tumult- 
tous current, struggled up the opposite 
bank. It was night; ared light came out 
in the tumble-down old house where Ste- 
phanie lay languishing in a low fever, 
wretched, and longing for death. They 
were kind to her, the neglected old mother- 
in-law of the fashionable Mrs. Dayton, and 
her blind husband prayed for the sick girl 
night and morning. 

The bounding hoofs of a horse, a man’s 
peremptory voice, a well-known step—the 
fainting girl sprang up in her pillow, and 
was clasped to West Dayton’s breast. Al- 
most dying, as she was, she yet wept with 
joy. 

“Darling! my precious! poor little bird, 
so cruelly used!’ he cried. ‘But you are 
safe now, Stephanie. I stand between you 
and the world.” 

She was cherished back to life and 
strength. But she had been cruelly wound- 
ed, and she was so timid that he almost 
feared sometimes that her reason was 
affected. But she gained confidence with 
happiness, and they went out alone into 
the world together, husband and wife. 

Mrs, Dayton read their marriage in a 
‘Washington paper, and tarned very white. 
Claudia went home; with her disappeared 
all prospect of the Dare fortune. 


wl e@ep— 
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THE LAST OF DAVID WHIPPEY. 
BY COLONEL BREVET. 


Some time ago, in the Monthly Novel- 
ette, I wrote the sketches of ‘On the Fee- 
jees,” and its continuation, “‘ The Sorceress 
of the Cannibal Islands.” In those sketch- 
es I gave a history of how I fell in with my 
old schoolmaster, who was an escaped cap- 
tive from the cannibals. having been aban- 
doned to their mercies by a perfidious cap- 
tain of the name of Darnsford, who turned 
up in California in command of a fine ship 
which he had purchased with the proceeds 
of the voyage he had stolen from my friend 
Mr. Seymour. This ill-gotten booty he 
had been obliged to return to his’victim, 
who had madé his way to the Golden 
State. Ialso related how I assumed com- 
mand of his beautiful clipper Belle Blonde, 
and, in company with Mr. Seymour, re- 
turiied to the Fejees, and released a female 
captive whom my friend had seen there, 
and who, by a strange coincidence, had 
been sold into captivity when a young girl 
by this same Darnsford, who, as a dissuised 
sailor, shipped with us on our last voyage; 
and after unsuccessfully trying to let the 
natives obtain possession of the ship, had 
his disguise penetrated, and finally, after 
we had found out his perfidy to the young 
lady captive, had been abandoned in turn 
by us, the chief buying him for a large 
quantity of sandal-wood, to be able to 
punish him fora grave offence perpetrated 
there years before; Darnsford belonging 
on the island, being a half-breed native. 

Having made these preliminary remarks, 
I will now proceed with my story. 

After our return to Boston, and Seymour 
had married the lady we had jointly res- 
cued from a living death among the canni- 
bals, and I saw how hugely he was enjoy- 
ing the profits he had made trading, I be- 
came greatly exercised in mind, not with 
envy at his large fortune, but with think- 
ing why I could not go and do likewise. 

The more I thought about it the more 
excited I became, until at last I resolved 
to go fortune-hunting in the Fejees on my 
own personal account, if I could arrange a 
voyage. 

Thad learned to couverse tolerably weli 
in the native language from Seymour and 


his wife, on our passage to China and home, 
they both being proficient in the dialect, 
and, moreover, it being easily acquired ; so 
I felt that I could make a successful trader, 
if I carried out my intentions. 

As soon as 1 broached the idea to Sey- 
mour, he was delighted with it, and even 
offered to send the Belle Blonde there; 
but as the clipper was so large, knew her 
expenses would make a great hole in my 
little capital, so this offer ] declined. : 

What I wanted was a two-hundred ton 
schooner, for I knew my capital would 
nearly manage that; and I began te look 
around to find a vessel to suit me. 

After afew weeks ef patient search, I 
came across a beautiful hermaphrodite 
brig, or, asa sailor would say, a ‘‘ morfidite 
brig,” that suited me perfectly, and also 
was for sale. 

Ifound that after buying her I was re- 
duced to my last thousand dollars, and 
now was obliged to test the sincerity of 
Seymonur’s proffers of substantial assistance 
in my scheme. 

When he promised to aid me it was no 
idle yaunf, for as soon as I called on him 
he went to the vessel at once with me, ap- 
proved my selection, and offered to give me 
the money out and out to fither. I would 
not consent to this, but finally he said he 
would let me have the money I required, 
on giving him my personal note alone, and 
then it must only pay legal interest. 

It was 2 magnanimous offer, and as my 
friend was firm in not requiring any other 
security, and in fact declined to aceepta 
bottomry bond on the vessel to cover the 
sum I wished to obtain, I was at last forced 
to take the money as he wished, although 
I immediately insured the vessel to the full 
amount of the money I hired, so as to liave 
my right-bower to windward. 

Seymour worked fully as hard as I did to 
get the brig fitted, and was as interested as 
though he had been projecting the voyage 
for his sole benefit and profit. 

Thad fitted my vessel to my mind at last, 
and having seeured a freight for Melbourne, 
Itook a run down home and visited my 
family and friends for a short time, after. 
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ewhich I returned to the brig, that was 
appropriately named “Endeavor;” and 
hhewing parted from my wife in Boston, as 
she Ind accompanied me there that she 
might see me off, intending to remain with 
my friend Seymour's family for a short time 
after I was gone, I repaired to the wharf, 
aud began to get underway with the 
Endeavor. 

AbDout half an hour before we cast off, a 
hack drore down to the pier where we were 
4ying, and behold, the good folks from 
Beacon Street had come to “see me out of 
sight,” as Hood expresses it. 

The last I saw of the wharf a trio of 
“handkerchiefs were waving an adieu, and, 
ewiping the natural moisture from my some~ 
what dim eyes, I turned my attention in- 
Soard again. 

Profiting by Seymours experience, as 
sell ag my own, I had armed the brig with 
six Carronades and a swivel, together with 
a ivi} ches) of revolvers and sidearms, as 
wel as plenty of ammunition; so I felt we 
“were well-fitted to meet the natives on 
their own ground, if from any cause they 
should be disposed 10 show fight. 

Thad a crew of eighteen men forward, 
and so, with the officers, cook and steward, 
we had twenty-four men on board, not to 
meRtion a little jackanapes of a boy that 
hhad induced me to take him in the ebarac- 
ter OF cabin or loblolly boy. 

There was quite a show of force when,1 
stummoned all hands aft, after the pilot left 
us, and the crew seemed to show plenty of 
eaprit du corps wuen I dismissed them after 
ashort speech, and a long swig of stiff 
@r0g to wash it down. 

The abuse of liquor I deprecate as 
strongly as the-most rigid Father Mathew 
‘man; but, like the Rev. Lecturer Train, I 
cannot tell a lie, and so always serve a fair 
allowance of grog, With plenty to eat, on 
board of my ship; and when I want a lit- 
‘tle extra service of the men, I get it will- 
ingly, or—stop grog, for punishment. 

The men seemed of my opinion, for they 
‘went forward singing merrily one of those 
peculiar ditties that sailors always affect, 
-and which you hear nowhere but in the 
forécastle, or else from the chanty-man 
when all hands are employed together 
<dloing heavy work. 

The song in question ran, as nearly as I 
semember, as follows: 


‘ Whiskey is the life of man— 

Whiskey, Johnnie, 

Whiskey is the life of man, 

So whiskey for my Johnazie, O! 

Whiskey makes me work like fan— 
Whiskey, Johnnie, 

Work from rise till set of aun, 

With whiskey for my Jehunie, OF 


I Wont give you any further infliction of 
this peculiar song, for, like the “ Higgins 
story,” it takes a month of Sundays to get 
over the introduction; but I will add that 
if any reader wants to learn the air of this 
Marine sonata, all he has got to do is to 
hum “ Soapsuds over the Fence,” and then 
he can warble it to his satisfaction. 

My yoyage had begun auspiciously, bid- 
ding fair to go along like clockwork, and 
the Endeavor suited me to a charm; while 
the officers and crew fitted each other like 
the dovetails in a carpenter’s chest, and I 
Was almost tempted to reckon up chickens 
that were yet in a premature stage of life. 

My direction was nearly the same as on 
MY previous voyage, with the exception of 
not having to visit Wallis Island, although 
I tried, after my arrival in Australia, to get 
the French consul to charter me to carry 
s0Mething to the priests whom I had Jand- 
ed there on my previous yoyage, bat could 
NOt induce him to do so; neither could I 
afford to go out of my way so much just to 
give them a friendly call, though I was 
Much inclined that way. 

Although it was a risky thing to do, I 
determined to make Rava my first stopping- 
place, judging that the natives were so 
s€verely punished during the previous trip 
there that they would be quite docile this 
time, especially if they wanted to trade. 

I never can explain the reason that in- 
duces me to take certain steps as I do, but, 
although a firm disbeliever in clairyoyancy, 
yet I must admit that there is some un- 
known force that impels me to move in 
certain directions, or refrain from doing so, 
and this feeling now urged me to goto 
Rava without delay, although it foretold 
troubie of some kind. 

Passing through the Goro Sea, I laid my 
course directly for the island of Rava, in. 
the Asana group. ; 

My feelings were of impending danger, 
and [ felt extremely low-spirited, but di- 
rected our boarding-netting to be rigged, 
and warned the crew they must keep the 
strictest sort of a watch, for there might 
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be trouble at any moment, and we must be 
prepared for it. 

Our guns were loaded carefully, the re~ 
volvers were put in like condition, they 
and the sidearms being placed in con- 
venient position for immediate distribu- 
tion, if needed. 

Lintended to tonch at the south end of 
the island, that being the point where the 
village was located, so the Endeavor was 
hauled on the wind, southwest by south, 
and as the wind was fresh, despite my anx- 
iety, we let her slide. 

All hands noticed my nervousness, and, 
mowing we were surrounded by cannibals, 
they shared my feelings with me, and gave 
strict attention to our movements. 

My impressions were correct again, my 
suspicions of trouble being verified, for 
when within a few miles of where I wanted 
to go, recognizing the locality where we 
had trouble before, the report of a heavy 
gun was heard, then ‘another, and another, 
as though some vessel that had preceded 
us was in difficulty. 

Directing a gun to be fired, to show that 
assistance was near, I ordered the reef in 
my foresail to be shaken out, the staysail 
to be set, as well as the flying-jib, and put- 
ting the vessel off a half a point, steered 
in the direction of the sound. 

The Endeavor, under this press of can- 
vas, heeled down to her bearings, and 
fairly flew through the water. 

Bang! went the guns quicker than ever, 
and crack! went smaller arms as we neared 
the scene of affray. 

As we rounded a small point, we saw a 
brig, with a swarm of canoes around her, 
the firing ceasing as we hove in sight. 

My gunner immediately swung our swiy- 
el around, fired a charge into the canoes 
that disabled a pile of them, and as I hauled 
up, gave them a broadside from three of 
the guns, and, jumping across the deck, 
poured another volley in as the Endeavor 
swung off, in obedience to the helm, that 
completely demoralized the natives, for 
what was left of them fled toward the land 
with demoniac howls of rage, leaving their 
dead and wounded floating on the water, 
at the mercy of the sharks, while shattered 
canoes were drifting around in admirable 
confusion. ; 

We were fully a mile off, but we signalled 
in vain, for no answer was returned to us, 
the vessel remaining silent as the grave, 


We were astonished at this, but were 
more so when we saw; a5 we did, fire aris- 
ing in several portions of her decks. 

Calling for volunteers, I launched a cou- 
ple of boats, and, telling the mate to work 
the Endeavor up as quickly as possible, I 
told the second mate to take charge of one 
boat, and come along, sprang into the 
launch, and, in company with my second 
officer’s boat, we were off for the scene of 
the fight. 

All was silent and still as the grave as 
we approached the burning ship, and get- 
ting on board to windward, we'saw a sight. 
that made the blood curdle in our veins; 
for all around us lay the crew of the ill- 
fated vessel—dead! 

They had either been surprised or oyer- 
powered, forevery one had his head crushed 
by the clubs of the infernal savages. 

The. vessel was well on fire in the fore- 
castle and cabin; the cannibals had been 
determined we should lose her if they did, 
and so had applied the torch before they 
fied. 

Determined to save something, if possi- 
ble, and the idea possessing me that we 
were in shoal water, I decided to sink her 
atonce, then raise her afterward, if we 
could. ; ~ 

A lot of fixed ammunition lay scattered 
around on deck, so, calling to my men, we 
hastily loadéd a heavy gun, tore off a hatch- 
way, depressed the muzzle as low as we 
could, and fired through her below the 
water-line. The sea immediately began to 
pour in, so putting the bodies that lay on 
deck into our boats as speedily as possible, 
we sprang into them ourselves, and pulled 
away from the vessel that was now settling 
fast beneath the waves. : 

As the water reached the fire, the vessel 
seemed to groan in an agony as the con- 
flicting elements came in coniact, and with 
a heavy list to port, sank beneath the sar- 
face of the sea some six feet down before 
she grounded on botiom, the hot air and 
steam making for a few moments a seeth- 
ing caldron of the waters around us, 

As she sank down, the natives on the 
shore howled like fiends incarnate, and 
began to leave the shore in their canoes, 
and make for us as we rowed for our vessel. 

The Endeavor, fortunately, was only a 
short distance off, so we were soon on 
board, our boats hoisted up and swung in- 
board by the davits, and our boarding- 
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netting, that had been dropped for us to 
leave the vessel, was triced up in a hurry. 

The canoes were approaching us rapidly, 
but a well-directed shot from our swivel 
caused them to sheer off in a hurry, they 
returning to the shore, from which they 
watched our movements. 

We had eleven bodies on board, so our 
first duty was to examine them and see if 
we could identify them; but we could not, 
unfortunately, for the savages had emptied 
their pockets of even the most trifling arti- 
eles, having nothing whateyer about them. 
They seemed like Dutchmen and Swedes, 
although our gunner was of the opinion 
that some of them were Frenchmen. 

It was all conjecture, however, and all 
sve Could do was to sew the unfortunate be- 
ings up in canvas, and give them a sailor’s 
burial, which we did, running a few miles 
off shore into deep water for that purpose; 
and, after reading. the burial service for 
mariners from the Episcopal prayer-book, 
jaunched them beyond the reach of further 
mortal strife. 

We lay near the submerged vessel while 
making our arrangements for this ending 
Of asad scene, and had made a reverential 
isposition of the mangled remains, and 
were back again, long before the savages 
On Shore understood our intentions. 

As it was drawing near to night when we 
retumed, 1 gave directions for preparations 
to lie at anchor near the wreck, urdering 
port fires to be burned until daylight came 
again, avd for a gun to be fired every half 
hour, in order to warn the natives that we 
were ready for an attack at any moment. 

Firing a gan so often produced the de- 
sired result, for the natives howled dis- 
mally in concert, just outside of the space 
in the water lighted by our fires, not daring 
to come within the charmed circle, as a 
dase from the gun was hurled in that di- 
rection whenever they attempted that 
game; and as they bad some of their party 
~wounded in the first of it, they did not 
fare to repeat the experiment of getting 
within range too often. 

I was too anxious to sleep much that 
aight, only catching catuaps on deck, 
waking with a start every time the cannon 
belched forth its spiteful roar. 

Everything has an end, and that night, 
of coursé, Was no exception, for old Sol 
came around at the appointed hous, the 
dusk of morning rapidly clearing away, 


revealing the wreck in the same position 
we had left it in, the masts and sails pro- 
jecting from the water, a mournful tomb- 
stone to her former glory. 

“What are you going to do with the 
wreck?” inquired my mate, as we hauled 
up as near as possible to it. 

‘We can do nothing but strip her,” I 
answered. “It is too bad to leave so 
much rigging and canvas in the hands of 
the savages; and I am determined to get 
all we can from her.” 

Both of my officers coincided with me, 
so we detailed a gang of men to get into 
the rigging on the sunken craft, and get 
what they could from her, 

The men I sent were soon busily em- 
ployed unbending sails, sending down the 
topmasts into the water, and unreeving the 
Tigging from the mastheads. 

As fast as a boat was lJoaded with: the 
wrecked material, we took it op board, 
even taking the topmasts and spars on 
deck; and as I sent a new watch as fast as 
one set got tired, we kept the things com~ 
ing right along, until at night nothing was 
jJeft standing but the bare masta on the 
sunken vessel. They were’ heeled over, 
and seemingly already to snap off, so we 
applied the axe, and sent them by the 
board in a jiffy. : 

The wreck righted on her keel as soon 
as this leverage on the hull was removed, 
and showed us at once that the deck was 
scarcely three feet under the water. 

“ What is the reason we can’t unload 
her?” asked the mate, 33 he saw what 
effect cutting the masts away had on her, 
and how near the surface the hatchway was, 

“We can get something out of her, if we 
can’t unload her; if we can keep the 
bloody cannibals off,” I said musingly, for 
J had 2 project come into my-head at once, 

We passed the night in the same manner 
as the previous one, the natives, just outof 
sight, warning us by their unceasing howls 
that we must be on the alert all the time, or 
suffer the Consequence of a surprise ; 80 our 
gun banged away at regular intervals, the 
same as before, although we saved some 
ammunition, for we only used blank car- 
tridges in the swivel, and light ones at that; 
we succeeded, by ramming the charges pret- 
ty well, and wetting the mouth of the can- 
non with 4 moist sponge, in getting as lond 
reports as though we had discharged fall 
rounds. 
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‘The natives were on hand in the morning, 
Watching our motions with jealous eyes, 
eyen if they-couldn’t fathom our motives 
in remaining in the vicinity of the wreck; 
yet 1 knew they were sure we contemplated 
doing something with her, for they were 
hovering around the shore in their canoes, 
teady to make a dash at any moment when 
they thought our Vigilance was relaxed 
enough for them to attempt an atlack on us. 

The wreck lay in easy position, so we 
hauled up alongside, as near as we conld, 
lowered a boat, and sent a half dozen men 
to see if anything could be fished out of its 
hold, the mate taking charge of the crew 
of wreckers. 

“What chance is thers of doing any- 
thing?” I shouted, as they clambered on 
the deck of the wreck, and waded round 
up to their waist in water, 

“T think we can do something, sir; there 
appears to be some bits of wood that were 
used for chocks floating in the hold,’ the 
mate roared in reply. 

‘Save all of those chocks and bring them 
on board for me to look at,” I cried out. 

The mate soon brought me a few dozen 
Pieces that the men had secured at the ex- 
pense of a thorough soaking. 

“Sandal wood, or I'm a sinner,” I said, 
after giving the bits a critical examination. 

“Are you sure, sir?’ the mate asked, 
@agerly. 

“Snore! of course I am; that isthe pure 
article, and if Ican get a load out of that 
wreck, lam a made man,”’ Isaid, decisively. 

‘How about salvage?” the mate-whis- 
pered, cautiously. 

I had expected that question to be asked, 
at any moment, and so was prepared to 
answer it. 

“ All bands are entitled to salvage, of 
course,’’ I said, “and [ am prepared to do 
whatever is right in that matter, which we 
will settle, if possible, in a manner that wiil 
be satisfactory.” 

*: The crew are talking some, already,” 
the mate said, ‘and want to have a fair 
understanding.” 

“ Musterall hands aft,” I ordered at once. 

“ Boys,” I began when they assembled, 
‘tyou shipped this voyage to go trading 
with me. There is how a possibility of our 
getting something for the owners of this 
Property, whoever it belongs to, but it will 
Cost me something to victnal you, and pay 
for tue loss of time While we are employed 


bere. All hands, however, are entitled tm 
a share of what is saved, in due Proportion, 
and if you care to work with the undey— 
standing that you Shall have extra money 
for this labor of wrecking, hook on; but ig. 
moust be unanimous among you, or I shady 
abandon the unfortunate craft, and prose 
cute my regular voyage without delay.” 

They decided at once to hook on, so wits. 
an expression of relief and satisfaction on 
their countenances they went forward. 

We managed by nightfall to have quite: 
a respectable pile of the valuable wood on 
poard, and I knew, that whatever my share 
of the heap was, I had made quite a little. 
yum toward reimbursing me in my venture, 
and so turned in with a light heart. 

That night a new project came into my 
mind, and I determined to see in the morn— 
ing what chance there was of carrying iz 
out. 

At daylight, J called all hands an@ tola 
them that I w2s now going to require a 
great deal of them. ‘“T am going, boys, 


“I said, “to raise that wreck, if possible, 


Jt is all uncertainty, for se don’t kno 
whether she is loaded or not; bat we must 
take ourchance about that. If her voyage 
was about ovef, Which I am inclined to 
think was the fact, we shall make a goog 
thing of it; if she has done but little traq_ 
ing, you will have wasted your work for 
nothing, while Llose your time in wages, 
What do you say?” : 

They all said ‘yes, without a moments 
reflection, for they knew that more days 
meant more dollars to them, and so whethey 
it was a success OF hot they lost nothing. 

‘*How do you intend to raise her?” the 
mate asked. 

“ With casks,” I replied. 

‘'Casks, where are they?” he ‘inquireg_ 
in surprise. 

“We have got a lot of New England ram, 
stowed below, sO you must break bulk, gez 
the casks on deck, then we will to-night, 
when one watch is turned in, put an auger 
into them and let it run into the scuppers,’? 

‘‘Whata risk of money that is, sir. You 
don’t know whether that vessel has got. 
enough to payor hot. I wouldn’t do it 

“‘ Thanks for the advice, but I shall take 
the chances, ’’ f said, 

Late thut afternoon we had forty-Sve 
barrels of rum on deck, the hold stoweg, 
again, and the crew wondering what os 
earth I was going to do, and casting mans; 
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an anxious and longing look at the liquor 
within their reach. 

We kept a bright lookout, however, to 
prevent any from drawing any of the liquor 
surreptitiously, and make trouble for us, 
and having sent the watch on deck to take 
in the topsail, we went to work with bits 
and in with them. 

Gurgle, gurgie, gurgle, went the liquor, 
the fumes coming ont with the noise, reach- 
ing even to the men aloft; but we made 
them stay there on the pretence of watch- 
ing the shore, until the whole of my stock 
of liquors was helping to make grog of the 
Goro Sea, the sailors growling away at the 
waste. 

When they came down it was gone, not 
even a chipper left in any of the casks, and 
they could only grunt their displeasure at 
this little dodge played upon them. 

Long before morning we had filled the 
casks with salt water, and destroyed any 
hope that might have lingered in their 
thoughts of rinsing them out and getting 
some weak stuff by it. 

Now came the tug of war. 

We had to weight a rope in the middle, 


drop it down in front of the bows of the - 


wreck, put out a conple of boats and see if 
jt could be swept under her. 

We were fortunate, for they succeeded 
in getting it nearly to the forward chains 
before it brought them up. 

We now senta couple of casks overboard, 
they being all slang, secured them to the 
hawser under the vessel, and drew them 
close alongside. 

This being done a small tin pump we had 
brought with us for the purpose of drawing 
the rum was now introduced into a cask, 
and the barrel partly emptied, then shifted 
across the vessel to the other side, and the 
other one wholly pumped out, after which 
the first one was entirely emptied. 

I did not expect that very great results 
would occur when one set of barrels was 
in position, and so was not disappointed 
when we saw how little effect they had on 
the wreck, but ordered another line to be 
drawn under as quickly as possible, and the 
same operation to be repeated. 

While the second batch was being 
pumped out, a line for the third was being 
swayed under, and by the time fifteen pairs 
of casks were floating alongside we began 
to see great results from our labors, for the 
‘vessel was now up over a foot from the 


bottom, every new pair adding to her buoy~ 
ancy. 

We got a surplas pair of casks under for- 
ward now, drew them as close to the vessel 
as we could, pumped them out, relieved the 
first pair, fleeted them aft to the next pair, 
filled them with water, drew them tight, 
and so shifted the whole along, raising the 
vessel nearly two inches higher by this 
operation. 

It was now night, aud as the men had 
worked all day like dogs, when the welcome 
call to knock off yas given they were quite 
ready to do so without any urging. 

You must not think that this work went 
along smoothly and harmoniously; far 
from it. It was bothering and fudging all 
the time, to get the ropes placed, and then 
it required unceasing care to attend to the 
barrels to keep them from slipping, while 
the utmost attention had to be paid to the 
natives on shore to keep them in due awe 
of our guns, and prevent their making a 
dash and ending in 2 moment the work we 
had accomplished. 

From their quietness, I dreaded all the 
time we were at work, that they allowed 
us to do so without any demonstration on 
their part, ouly because we should have our 
labor for our pains, and several times I 
should have ordered the work to be aban- 
doned had not the thought of the sandal 
wood we had already saved returned to me, 
and renewed my belief that there was more 
in the same place. 

Fortunately, Ehad plenty of powder on 
board, so that night I directed that a liberal 
use of the swivel should be made, to show 
that we did not relax vigilance for a 
moment. 

We were favored by fortune, and not dis- 
turbed that night any more than we had 
been on the previous ones, and the next 
morning went to work with renewed 
energy. 

When we had exhausted all our casks, 
we found that we had only raised the wreck 
so that the deck was just above the level of 
the water, and that it would require certain- 
ly a hundred more to get her above the hole 
in her side where the ball we had fired 
through her had gone out, so we decided 
to fish out of the hatches ail we could, and 
see how much we could lighten hee. 

The crew worked bravely, and although 
they had to be in the water nearly all the 
time, as it was warm weather they did not 
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mind that, but just went atit like the brave 
fellows they were. 

We found, to our delight, that there was 
@ great deal of sandal wood floating in the 
main hatehway, so the boys began to send 
it along as fast as possible, and I knew at 
night, that even if I had to cut and run for 
zt jn a second’s time there now was enough 
za make me whole for my rum. : 

Lightening her didn’t raise the vessel 
any, for the sea kept her full through the 
dole in her side; but I knew if the Endeav- 
or would take enough of the cargo that we 
could patch the hole in some way, so we 
could pump her out, and have her afloat 
again without loading us. 

We were bringing the Endeavor down, 
Aowever, and the next day she was nearly 
& the scuppers, so we had to quit taking 
auy more on board, and turn our attention 
29 the wreck. 

Our first business wag to fill the barrels, 
a pair ata time again, draw them down as 
snugly as we could, and pump them out 
again, and so on, repeating the operation 
we had gone through with once before. 
This time it showed what effect lightening 
ber had, for the hole in her side now came 
just to the water, so that the sea flowed in 
aod out. Our work now was comparatire- 
Ly easy. 

We rigged astaging down the main hatch, 
having it some three feet in the water in 
the hold, sent out some planks to the side 
“wf the vessel from the staging, and prepared 
% plug the hole. 

In the first place we sawed it as nearly 
cound as we could, from the outside of the 
vessel; haying done Which we took a piece 
of a spar that was larger than the hole, and 
gointing the end drove jt in with top mauls 
ag hard as we could. This being acecom- 
plished the sea no longer ebbed and flowed 
éy the wreck, and now all we had to do was 
2o pump her out if she didn’t leak else- 
svhere. 

Trying the pumps, and finding they 
worked freely, a gang of men went to work 
<n them, while, rigging a whip from our 
yardarm, we assisted them on the Endeavor, 
dy hoisting it out in barrels. Our work 
degan to tell, and at night we had her half 
pumped out, and rolling at ber anchors 
alongside of us. Itell you we felt gay as 
we saw how we were succeeding, and also 
beard that she had lots of barter in her hold. 

Iknew now, that if I could save what 


there was in her, and get it safely to China, 
Thad made my fortune, and in the future 
I could see a brown stone mansion on 
Beacon Street, like the one Seymour was 
occupying when I left, ioom up before me 
as bright as day, while nigger couchmen 
were cracking whips over me all night; 
although the latter part of my dreams I 
firmly believe arose from our swivel that 
faithfully roared out its warning note to the 
natives at its regalar periods. 

Ididn’tallowmy crewto pump that night, 
forI wanted to ascertain if the wreck leaked 
any, and also wanted them to be fresh in 
the morning. As soon as it was light 
enough we measured the water in the hold, 
and found there were only a couple of 
inches more than when we knocked off 
the night before, so at it again we went, 
determined to clean her all out. 

By noon she wag as dry as a Shaker 
bucket, so now we went to work on the 
hole we had made. The plug was driven in 
as tightly as sturdy arms could send it, then 
sawed off smooth, a large piece of tarred 
canvas tacked on with small nails over the 
plug, some plank spiked over the canvas, 
aud then we gave the whole concern a 
thorough coat of tar over all. 

Having done this outside we repeated the 
performance on the peg inside the hold, 
making it perfectly water tight. 

“T guess that snoodle-dog will stand al] 
the banging it can get in one passage acrosy 
the Atlantic,” the mate said, when he had 
finished the job, he having taken the whole 
charge of it, being a good workman with 
tools, ~~ 

“All want it to do,” I replied, “is to 
make one trip through the China Sea, ang 
that will answer my purpose.” 

““You don’t mean to tow that halk to 
Canton, do you?” he asked, with some 
curiosity. 

“Tow her! not far, I caleulate when 
we get the masts that we cut away, and 
which are. towing astern, shipped again, 
we'll let her do a part of her own carting.” 

“By thunder, that is a trick! I didn’t 
think of that, Pll take her there if you say 
so,’ my mate said, with enthusiasm, 

“ We'll rig her first, and talk afterwards; 
but now she is free from water let’s see if 
we can find out where she belongs, and 
what about her,” I said. 

Somehow we had refrained from going 
below, either in the cabin or forward, both 
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of which places were on fire when we scut- 
tled her in the hurry we did. Turning our 
steps aft, we looked down the cabin gang- 
way. The stairs were gone; one look suf- 
ficed to tell us that it would be useless to 
look for identification there, for it was all 
burned up, the staterooms having fallen 
in, 2 mass of charred wood, their contents 
- destroyed beyond recognition. 

The fire had done no material damage to 
the lull of the vessel, aft, s0 we ‘looked 
forward. The condition was the same 
there; and as there was no name painted 
on the hull we could discover nothing that 
would lead to her identification. 

We found, however, that we had sunk 
her just in time, for one short half hour 
would have served to burn holes through 
her in a number of places; so we felt happy 
to think I had, on the impulse of the mo- 
ment, let drive a ball through her as I did. 

Having finished our examination, we con- 
cluded to make a new move, and this was 
to tow her further off shore. 

The windlass was in perfect order, so we 
hove short on the cables, there being two 
out, and getting a hawser from the Endeay- 
or, hoisted the anchors to the hawse-holes, 
and were in motion ina few moments. 
~ AS soon as the natives perceived we were 
underway they came’ out from the land in 
canoes, with a perfect stormof yells. It 
was hurrah boys, I assure you. 

Slowly but surely we forged ahead, and 
a mile from where we started we dropped 
the anchors of the wreck, jumped into our 
boat, pulled bhurriedly-to the Endeavor, 
clambered on board, stuck outon the haw- 
ser to the wreck to the batter end, let it slip, 
and prepared to give the approaching canoes 
another warm reception. Two broadsides 
sufficed to scatter them, and making a 
couple of tacks in shore of our prize we 
sent the natives back in a hurry. 

Now came the tugof war. We had to 
break bulk in our prize, clear away around 
the masts, finding that the- unfortunate 
trader’s voyage must have been nearly com- 
pleted, for ske had piles upon piles of _tor- 
toise shell, and heap after heap of sandal 
wood, with very little barter on board, most 
of which was ruined by the water; but we 
cleared away finally, and took out the 
stumps of the masts. This being done, we 
fitted the ends of the masts in the water, 
.Yigged our purchases, and prepared to step 
them the next day. We got at work on 


them in the morning, and with some muck- 
ling got them stepped at last, and had part 
of the standing rigging set up before night. 

We worked like beavers fora week, final- 
ly getting the rigging all atanto; and 2 
queer-looking craft she was, with hee masts 
thus shortened down. 

It took another week to fit her sails, for 
all had to be reduced, someway; and hav- 
ing done this we turned our attention to 
below. 

By uncasing a lot of goods on the En- 
deavor we managed to get enough boards 
to fit up some quarters in the cabin, or what 


‘was left of it, for the crew we were going 


to put on board, and having made it habit- 
able, Mr. Snell the mate taok charge of her 
with six of our men. 

The arms of our prize consisted of four 
iron guns, six pounders, and as they were 
all discharged, we had no difficulty in put- 
ting them in serviceable condition. 

There were no signs of a boarding-netting, 
and as Thad a plan of my own, we all hands, 
from myself to the boy with us, turned on 
to making one for the ‘“‘Stub and Twist,” 
as one of our crew termed the unfortunate 
craft. 

We used up all the spare stuff we had to 
make such a netting as she needed, but at- 
tributing her loss to the lack of one I would 
not allow her to be called ready for service 
untilit was completed. It was done at last, 
however, and although it was made in a 
hurry, and out of such things as we had, 
yet it was oue that in time of need would 
Prove serviceable, and was a great deal bet- 
ter than none, if it was a rough affair. 

The galley of the Stub was a pretty fair 
one, but as there were no provisions on 
board, excepting some salt beef and pork, 
even the water being spoiled, we sent a suf- 
ficiency to last the crew for the voyage I 
intended making, as well a8 plenty of 
ammunition. ‘ . 

We were quite ready at last, and it was 
with a sigh of relief that I left the Stub for 
my own good Endeavor, telling Snell that 
the next morning at daylight we would get 
underway and go to Lauoa, where Seymour 
had found his wife, and see how the market 
was there. 

Nothing of note transpired during the 
night, so at six in the morning we prepared 
to leave Rava and the treacherous Kanakaa, 
hoping that no other ship would ever be en- 


‘trapped into capture by the wily natives. 
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‘“ Way, haul away, haul away, my Josey! 
Way, haul away, haul away, my Jo? 
roared the gunner in stentorian voice, as he 
led off in a sonorous chanty, the crew join- 
ing in with wild glee, their exuberance of 
joy knowing no bounds at the prospect of 
getting away from such inhospitable re- 
gions; for they little thought then that I 
had no idea of leaving the Feejees until I 
had visited the other islands, and ascer- 
tained what could be done with the natives 

there. 

Suddenly a hail was heard from our con- 
sort. 

“ Ay, ay, there! what’s wanted ?” roared 
Mr. Jacobs, my second mate, who was now 
acting chief, in the absence of Mr. Snell, 
on the Stub, who was calling to us. 

“Look to wind’ard !” he roared, pointing 
as he spoke, 

Gazing in the direction of hisindex finger, 
Isaw a sight that gave me considerable 
alarm. About three miles away were a 
fleet of large canoes crowded with natives, 
coming directly before the wind down on 
us, and I well knew what it meant. 

“Captain Snell,’ I shouted, “there is 
mischief aliead for us. Load your guns 
with punches, give revolvers to your men, 
and be ready for a muss[? 

“* Ay, ay, sir,” came ringing back. 

Big Ben, our gunner, immediately began 
to look after his battery, while I saw that 
our ammunition was placed in handy posi- 
tion, and gave the men firearms, together 
with loaded revolvers, and warned them 
that now they must prove men, or we should 
Tuna chance of josing our lives, as the men 
on Mr. Snell’s vessel had lost theirs. 

Nearer and nearer came the canoes, and 
Big-Ben was getting ready to swing his 
swivel into position to give them a dose, 
when the approaching flotilla hauled on the 
wind, shot off, and then hove to. 

“What does that mean?” I asked, anx- 
iously. 

Before my question could be answered I 
saw a canoe with two men in it leave a 
large one, and come toward us, one pad- 
dling, one waving a green bongh. 

“That is a little encouraging,” I mut- 
tered. 

The canoe went to the Stub first, passed 
afew words with Captain Snell, and then 
came to me. 

“What do you want?” q asked, in my 
purest Kanaka, 


“Speak English if you can, I can under- 
stand that,”’ said the native with the green 
branch. 

“David Whippey, how are you ?”” Ishout- 
ed, recognizing the man as soon as he spoke. 

“By George! have you come back 
again ?” he asked, excitedly. 

“TthinkI have. Come on board,” was 
my answer, 

In afew minutes, David Whippey, the 
Nantucket renegade whaleman, was on my 
guarter-deck, and we were shaking hands 
as sociably as you please. 

The first thing we did was to go below, 
where I extended the hospitality of my 
cabin without delay. 

“ Ah! this is better than-cava, after all,” 
he murmured, as a pint of fine old port dis- 
appeared down his throat. 

“You need only to say the word, and 
you can leave this country instanter, and 
never touch their cava again,” was my re- 
mark, as he put his glass down for the 
second time, empty. 

“*T suppose 80; but Iam too well identi- 
fied with my present life, as you well know, 
to ever think of leaving it; and besides, I 
am getting entirely too old to dream of aban- 
doning my wives and children whom I 
love.” : 

I looked closely at Whippey as he spoke, 
and saw that he was too old to entertain 
the idea of returning to civilization again. 
His hair was thin and gray, while his coun- 
tenance gave every indication that his voy- 
age of life was nearly over, and I knew that 
if he were to return to his home in Nan- 
tucket he would find his old friends scat- 
tered and gone, while his family was entire- 
ly extinguished, he being the only one left. 

“What are you doing here, with this 
fleet of canoes ?”’ I asked, as these thoughts 
flashed over me. 

“We are looking for your old enemy, 
Darnsford,” was the somewhat unexpected 
reply. 

‘“Darnsford! is he alive?’ I shouted, in 
surprise. 

“He was, a couple of months ago; such 
men as he, as my grandmother used to say, 
are like chickens, who with curses, come 
home nights to roost.” 

“JT thought when you took him from us 
that the natives would brain him without 
delay.” 

“So did I,” said Whippey; ‘ but the ras- 
cal was too smooth with his tongue for the 
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chief, who contemplated burning him alive 
as soon as he got onshore; but the half-breed 
actually talked him out of that idea, by 
laughing at the chief, telling him he had 
paid altogether too much for him, and that 
he could have been got cheaper, and now 
it was too bad to lose so much for so little, 
when he could keep him a while, get partly 
paid by work, and then carry out his re- 
venge; and, after all, it was only for a 
woman, and women were cheap there. 

““The blackguard talked that way, told 
the chief what he had seen in foreign 
countries, and actually, in the time it took 
to carry him five miles’ without one single 
plea, directly, for his life, he made himself 
appear so valuable that it was decided not 
to kill him immediately, as he was too val- 
uable an acquisition. 

“ They have held him three years a pris- 
oner, although he was furnished with a 
wife, and now, acouple of months ago they 
were tired of him, and about to knock him 
in the head, when a vessel came along 
trading. 

“T was sent for to act as interpreter, but 
found they were all Dutchmen; and as I 
couldn’t understand them at all, and as 
Damsford could, he was respited for the 
time, and conducted the trade much to the 
satisfaction of the chief. 

‘‘When the vessel sailed, which she did 
in the nighttime, suddenly, it was found 
he had escaped in her, probably inducing 
the captain to carry him off, to act as in- 
terpreter the balance of the voyage; and 
worse than all, the chief’s oldest daughter 
had accompanied him in his flight, prob- 
ably aiding him to escape. 

‘The chief is thoroughly aroused, and 
swears that his child shall be brought back, 
and Darnsford killed, or there shall never 
be any more trading. Tui Viti, the king 
at Ambow, is backing the chief, and has 
given strong assistance. 

““We thought one of these vessels was 
the one Darnsford escaped in, so part of 
our fleet came on, to bring me to ascertain 
if he was here, and if it was so, then the 
whole fleet of two hundred canoes were to 
make an attack, immediately if necessary, 
but to-night anyway.” 

I was surprised at this revelation, for I 
made sure that Darnsford had suffered the 
penalties of his crimes long ago; but as he 
had not, I asked Whippey the name of the 
~vessel that Darnsford left in. 
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“Tt was a brig, something like your con- 
sort, only her masts were not so stumpy, 
called the Gottlieb, I don’t know where 
she hailed from.” 

Inow told Whippey all about my consort, 
and how we came to be possessed of her, 
so he immediately solved the riddle. 

“Darnsford brought her here,” he said, 
“cheating the captain into the idea of 
great chances for trading, when all rezular 
traders are aware that Rava is the poorest 
island, and that the natives are the most 
treacherous. 

“His intentions were to take the brig by 
surprise, get the natives on shore, all but a 
few, under some pretext or other, then get. 
underway, make those he had on board sea- 
sick while pretending they were blown to 
sea, and promising the natives he had with 
him that he would get her back in a little 
while, carry her and the freight into China, 
sell out, get a fresh start, abandon his new 
wife and crew, and leave with a fortune 
for Europe or America, the latter, I think, 
to have revenge on you and Mr. Seymour. 

Q the villain! Your coming so unex- 
pectedly as you did, disarranged his plans, 
and he has probably fled on shore with his 
woman, after firing the vessel, never dream- 
ing you would save her.” 

“Tt is all explained now. But what will 
you do?” TI asked. 

“Dare you trust having a dozen chiefs 
on board, I giving my word you shall not 
be molested ?” 

I did dare to, and replied in the affirm- 
ative. 

Going on deck immediately, he waved 
his hands in a peculiar manner, while I 
shouted to Mr. Snell that it was all tight, 
and to lower his boat and come on board. 

When Whippey had done waving, several 
of the canoes started at once for us, while 
Snell got into his boat and sculled her to 
the Endeavor, alone, looking very pale, but 


‘determined. 


“Ttis all right,” Isaid, in assuring tones; 
“these are allies, not enemies. I have no 
time for explanations now, but feel entirely 
easy, for we have got a streak of luck 
now.” 

Before Snell could say a word, the ca- 
noes that had started for us were down 
alongside, and, in answer to an invitation 
from Whippey and myself, half a dozen 
chiefs came on board, and heard the story 
from their renegade. 


. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 


Their plan of- action was decided on at 
once, and telling them I should wait a 
while in that locality until their movement 
was over, I saw my dusky visitors leave, 
greatly to the satisfaction of Captain Snell, 
who breathed easier as they departed. 

While they were going, I told all hands 
the whole story of my former visit tothe 
islands, and the turn that affairs had taken, 
and that I should remain to watch proceed- 
ings. By the time I had related the story 
as concisely as I could, the fleet of canoes 
were in motion, while from around the 
point, where they had hitherto been con- 
cealed, came a crowd of canoes larger than 
we had hitherto seen. 

The two masses joined, and, with terrific 
yells, started for the shore as fast as wind 
and paddles would take them. 

There were over two hundred canoes in 
the fleet, and, as each canoe would average 
thirty men, I felt grateful enough to think 
that their attention was turned from us 
in other ways. 

Had we heen attacked hy such numbers, 
although we should have caused great de- 
struction and devastation among them, 
they would- have overwhelmed us in the 
end; and consequently I should not now 
have been here in Boston, narrating this 
yarn to you: Steadily they advanced to 
the shore, and anxiously we awaited for 
the termination of their descent. 

There was such a host of invaders that 
the natives of Rava made no opposition to 
their landing, so we saw them form into 
solid columns on the shore, and disappear 
in the mountains. . 

Captain Snell went on board the Gott- 
lieb, as we now must call her, and in com- 
pany we stood in as near as we could, and 
waited for the invaders to return. 

Loud yells informed us as to their line of 
march, the cries saecn ceasing to be 
heard. 

For two hours we seimainea in suspense, 
and then exultant crles were borne on the 
air to us. . 

Soon the host of natives were seen filing 
out of the woods, with shouts that seemed 
to have rejoicing and sorrow in their tones, 
and presently we descried that they were 
dragging the form of a Kanaka, who was 
forced along with no gentle hand, although 
he struggled violently to escape from their 
clutches. 

As the end of the procession came in 


view, I saw with the spyglass that they 
were bringing a litter, on which lay the 
form of a native who had been wounded 
in whatever fight they had had. 

The natives soon got to their canoes, 
embarked, and immediately paddled for us, 
forming a circle around the two vessels, 
greatly to the alarm of my crew, even Mr. 
Snell, on the Gottlieb, getting nervous 
about our position. 

One canoe came directly toward the 
Endeavor, and in the stern, greatly to my 
regret, I saw the form of David Whippey 
lying on a rude stretcher, his form stained 
with blood. 

I soon discovered the cause. When the 
natives landed on Rava, the inhabitants 
had fled to their stockaded village before 
the overwhelming force, that had halted 
in the vicinity, and then sent a party of am- 
bassadors, of whom David was one, to 
treat with them for Darnsford, if he was 
on the island. 

The man was meee with the chief’s 
daughter, as Whippey reasoned, and the 
inhabitants, on being threatened with anni- 
hilation if they were not surrendered to 
the attacking force, decided to do so with- 
out further parley. 

As soon as this decision was arrived at, 
Darnsford raised a musket and fired at the 
ambassadors; then seizing a club, killed 
the woman they sought, who stood near 
him. He was knocked down by those with 
whom he sought protection, and immedi- 
ately secured and given up. 

The ball from the musket that he fired 
struck Whippey in the groin, inflicting a 
serious wound, and the chiefa had brought 
him to my vessel, to see if he could receive 
any alleviation at my hands. 

I am something of a surgeon, and having 
a beautiful‘case of instruments, I took 
them, and got into the canoe. © 

Whippey lay there in intense pain, the 
perspiration standing in beads all over his 
face. With the utmost sympathy for the 
sufferer, I pressed his hand gently, and 
asked where he was hurt. 

“<The ball struck in the grou,”? he mur- 
maured, faintly, his eye roving from mine 
to the instruments, and back again with 
restless motion. 

Examining the wound critically, I in- 
serted the probe, and soon discovered the 
ball. 

*“T have found the ball, David, and can 
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soon relieve you; and I hope that you will 
soon be over this little scratch,” Isaid, in 
a jocular tone, although I felt much differ- 
ently than I spoke. 

‘Pull it out, then; but I greatly fear I 
am 4 goner, for wounds don’t get well ina 
hurry in this climate,’ he replied. 

Going carefully to work, I sought the 
tall with my instrument, and with some 
little difficulty succeeded in extracting it as 
successfully as the most experienced sur- 
geon in our late war could have done. 

“Here, David,”’ I said, handing him the 
pellet of lead, ‘I have got it. Keep it as 
a relic, to show after you are well.”? 

He smiled feebly, but took the bullet, 
putting it in a safe place in his grasscloth 
dress. 

The natives had been looking at me with 
considerable suspicion while I was oper- 
ating; but their faces assumed a more 
pleasant air as I removed the ball, and 
carefully dressed the wound. 

“Do you want to come on board and 
stay until you are better?’ I asked my 
patient. 

“do not think I shall ever be better; 
but would like to come, if you will receive 
one who has forsaken his country.” 

**Pooh! stop that kind of talk, and come 
along, as soon as JI have got 2 stateroom 
ready.” 

Leaving him, I went to my vessel, and 
s00N Was prepared to receive the wounded 
man on a couch in the cabin. 

As soon as he was disposed of, a large 
part of the canoes left for their various 
islands, from which they had departed in 
allied force to capture Darnsford, leaving 
only those who were under the immediate 
control of Whippey. 

The prisoner was carried away with those 
who departed, I avoiding seeing him, hav- 
ing no desire to gloat over a fallen enemy, 
regardless of the crimes he had committed. 

We knew that the death of Damsford 
was certain, though Whippey never men- 
tioned him, avoiding uttering his name, 
and seeming to shudder when it was spoken; 
so, seeing the subject made him nervous, I 
forbade any one alluding to it, in any shap 
or form, where he could hear it. : 

My patient revived some in a few days, 
his wound appearing to heal with the first 
intention, and his spirits seemed to return, 
so that he langhed and joked, told us many 
little incidents about the life of the canni- 


bals, and urged me strongly to commence 
trading at Rava, saying his tribe, who were 
camped on shore, would protect me. 

As he was recovering so well, I hoisted 
my signal for trade, some pieces of calico 
in the rigging, and went to work. 

The Gottlieb had been surprised before 
trade had opened at Rava, and as I was full 
of things the natives wanted, I did a roar- 
ing traffic at that island, the natives being 
rich in sandal-wood and tortoise-shell, and 
poor in our barter. 

Although I was busy for ten days, filling 
the Endeavor, as well as the Gottlieb, I 
always found time to attend to the wound 
of my patient; and, as I look back to that 
time, I have nothing bitter in the memory 
of it to reflect upon. 

We were through, at last, and started 
for Lauca, where Whippey belonged, in 
order to leave him, the canoes with his 
tribe forming an escort of honor during our 
progress. 

We had to shorten sail on the Endeavor, 
to allow the Gottlieb to keep up with us, 
for she was a dull sailer with her sails re- 
duced so, making Snell rage every time he 
hove the log. ; 

As soon as we were started, Whippey 
called for me. ‘ 

“When shall we reach Lauoa?? he in- 
quired. 

“About to-morrow night,”? I answered. 
se Why ?” 

“J will tell you why—I am dying.” 

“ Dying! nonsense! you are nearly well,” 
I exclaimed. 

“Far from it; I have known for twenty- 
four hours that I was seized with death, 
but thought then, and do now, that I should 
last a week longer. : 

‘The tribe, as soon as I am gone, will 
declare you have killed me; so you had 
better get away as soon as possible after 
I leave the vessel, for couriers will be de- 
spatched to all the islands, to give notice 
of my death, in order that the priests may 
convene to elect my successor, according 
to custom; and they will come in state, 
and if you are round, you will be made 
the victim of their rage, without regard to 
loss of life on our side.” 

“YT had rather doubt your death,” Isaid; 
‘and if you will only keep your wound 
cool and courage up, I believe you'll get 
well, after all,” I said, as cheerfally as 
possible. 
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“Courage up! I should think you knew 
enough of David. Whippey, to know that 
he did not lack that, and isn’t afraid to die 
now, although he is aware his hours are 
numbered,” he said, mildly, but forcibly. 

I now saw that the man was thoronghly 
frightened, or else he knew bis own condi- 
tion much better than I thought I did, so I 
at once said I would reexamine his wound. 

Taking off the bandages, I gave the hurt 
severe scrutiny, and saw at once that which 
I had hitherto overlooked, owing to the 
immense quantity of marks from the tat- 
tooing he had undergone. 

The wound, instead of healing with the 
first intention, as I supposed, although I 
had kept a rag in the orifice on the surface, 
had formed a secretion where the ball had 
lodged, and that David Whippey was suf- 
fering from pyemia, or pus poison, it hav- 
ing permeated his whole system as surely 
as though arsenic was at work. 

My countenance fell at the discovery, in 
spite of my efforts to retain my composure, 
which the man noticed at once. 

“*T knew I was right,” he said. 
long do you think I shall last?” 

“Shall I tell you truly?” I inquired. 

“Certainly. Iam not afraid of death, 
and I want to know exactly what you 
think of it.” 

“My brave fellow,” I exclaimed, “I 
think you are doomed to pass away in two 
days, although your system may be strong 
enough to resist final dissolution for a 
week. But why did you let me dally round 
here so long, when I could have returned 
you to your family some time ago?” 

“The reason I did it was because you 
were 2 townsman, and I wanted yon to re- 
turn home rich. A few days or hours will 
be of no consequence to me, and it may be 
the turning-point in your life. I want you 
to promise to sail from these waters as 
soon as you get me into a canoe to go on 
shore; and if I die before we reach there, 
delay your passage until night, and then 
slip from these natives with us; for, al- 
though pretty good fellows to me, they 
will be worse than fiends in hell to you if 
I die on board; and give me a sailor’s bur- 
ial atsea. A picture of my mother that is 
on me, I want you to send along to Davy 
Jones with me.” 

He was considerably exhausted even 
with what little he had said; soI saw he 
was, after all, a better judge of his condi- 


“How 


tion than I thought him to be when I first 
examined his wound. 

There was only one recourse now, and 
that was to see what effect stimulants 
would have; 50 I began to gire him doses 
of French brandy. 

The liquor had a goud result; so, telling 
the mate to keep her along, as Whippey 
was in a dying state, but, as he valued our 
lives, not to breathe it to a single one, I pre- 
pared to watch him myself. 

The brandy aided me, for his life re- 
mained when we sighted the island of 
Lauoa, where we were to go, and we ran 
into the landing-place. 

His pulse was very low when we got 
there, but by extra doses of stimulants, 
and giving him a bottle to use from while 
being taken on shore, we managed to get 
him into a canoe alive, and, hastily filling 
it with presents, we bade farewell to the 
living corpse. 

The natives thought as they left us that 
We were only going a short distance off to 
anchor, and one canoe remained near us 
as we put about, Whippey having directed 
them to do so, in order to Jull suspicion 
against our movements. 

We saw him landed and carried on shore, 
waving his hand feebly as he disappeared 
from view. 

Under orders from me, the Gottlieb had 
fallen astern as we drew near Lauoa, being 
nearly five miles away when we landed 
Whippey, I having sent a letjer to Captain 
Snell, by a canoe, detailing the whole 
thing, and so we knew when we kept going 
for her, that they would think we were 
going out to meet her, and, in fact, I told 
the canoe party which was accompanying 
us, that that was our reason for going out 
as far as we did. 

The natives of the Feejees are a suspi- 
cious set, and the fellows accompanying 
us did not like our motions, although they 
said nothing; only showing by their looks 
that it did not satisfy them. 

The canoe was not one of those-from 
Rava, with us, but a lot of fellows .from 
the shore, who had remained behind when 
the expedition started, in order to protect 
the women; so they told us the end of 
Darnsford. 

I will spare my readers a recital of the 
horrible tortures inflicted on the miserable 
fellow; but I will assure you that he will 
never act traitor again. 
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We were nearing the ridge of coral that 
encloses the Goro Sea rapidly, the Gottlieb 
Betting outside just 23. we gained the 
mouth of a passage-way. 

“Good-by?’ I shouted, in Kanaka, to 
the natives in the canoe near us. 

“Come back?’ they cried, in their lan- 

se. 

We paid no attention to them, but kept 
on our way. There were so few of them 
ihat they did not dare to attack us; butif 
the flotilla we had left at Lanoa bad been 
there, we should not have been allowed to 
escape as we did. 

As we passed into the open ocean, I took 
my spyglass, and going aloft, looked back 
behind us. In the distance, over ten miles 
away, I saw the flect of canoes coming for 
us, and I judged at once that the exertion 
Whippey had made jn getting on shore, 
together with the excitement of meeting 
his family, had proved too much for him, 
and his spirit had gone out like the snuff 
of a candle; and, as he foretold, his death 
was attributed entirely to us, and that they 
were now seeking to ayenge him. 

Getting up with the Gottlieb, J hailed 
Snell, and told him the Kanakas were com- 
ing, and urged him to keep his vessel 
going as fast as he couid, and get all the 
speed out of her. 

I had to take the foresail off the Endeay-~ 
or, in order to reduce her sailing to that of 
the Gottlieb, for] was fully resolved that, 
come what would, I would not desert those 
on board, if there was any chance to help 
them, even at the risk of my own life. 

Onward we bowled, and when we were 
about eight miles from land, the canoes, 
under their lateen sails, came out of the 
Goro Sea after us. 

There was a good wholesale breeze, but 
it was as fair for them as for us, and I 
hardly knew how the chase would end. 

Old Neptune decided the thing, how- 
ever, for, a3 though seeing the strait we 
were reduced to, the heart of the old sea. 
dog began to swell with pity for us, for the 
bosom of the ocean began to heave and 
toss with undulating throbs. 

The sea, although jt was nothing to us, 
was a sticker for the pursuing canoes, and 
they were forced to abandon the chase. J 
could fancy their disappointment and rage 
at seeing their prey elude their grasp. 

Geiting clear of the treacherous islands, 
with their swarms of man-eating inhabi- 


tants, we laid our course northwest by 
north, and kept on our way with a fair 
wind. 

By Charlotte’s and Solomon’s archipel- 
agos, hauling a little to the westward as 
we crossed the line, until we were abreast 
of the Philippine Islands, when our course 
was altered for the Strait of Formosa, 
across the China Sea to Canton, where we 
arrived after a tedipus passage of two hun- 
dred days. 

It wouldn’t have taken the Endeavor 
any such time as that to make the passage 
from the Feejees to China; but we had the 
Gottlieb to keep the run of, for we hardly 
dared trust her out of sight, for fear if she 
caught a blow, being s0 weakened by the 
fire, it would be ali day with her; so we 
kept company right along. 

Canton was reached at last, and the car- 
goes sold, and a statement of the peculiar 
case made to the consul, who, to my sur- 
prise, claimed the Gottlieb as an American 
vessel. 

He said she was owned by a native of 
Louisiana, who was in the last stages of 
consumption when he bought the vessel, 
and that he shipped the crew of Dutchmen 
at cheap wages, going out half fitted for 
such a voyage. 

The owner of her admitted to the conynl 
before he sailed, that he was under a ficti- 
tious name, and that no one knew him 
then, or should ever hear from him again; 
and it was quite likely that he had died 
after they sailed, and the mate, a rough 
kind of a Dutchman, had concluded to 
prosecute the yoyage, 

The whole thing was left to arbitration, 
and my crew received a thousand dollars 
each, in addition to their wages, the second 
mate of each vesse] three, while my mate, 
Mr. Snell, was awarded five thousand for 
his services. 

The balance of the unfortunate Gottlieb 
was placed in my hands, subject to any 
claim that might in future be made against 
it by the heirs of the owner. 

Iwas satisfied with the award, although 
Thave never, except to my wife and fr. 
Seymonr, told what I received; but when 


‘it was added to my legitimate receipts from 


the Endeavor, I will say that it made me 
entirely independent of the sea, which I 
abandoned, then and there, selling both of 
the vessels to good advantage. 

Mr. Snell and-I took passage in a steamer 
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to England, our crew shipping for home in 
various vessels; and, as we took our money 
in drafts on the Rothschilds, we were en- 
tirely safe from disaster following our 
suddenly-acquired riches. : 
Mr. Snell is now master of a fine clipper 
from Boston to Melbourne, getting rich 
slowly, but safely; while I, as I look back 


and see how fortune has favored me since 
I was, in humble manner, the means of 
assisting my friend in San Francisco to re- 
gain what he was defrauded of, and more, 
too, a good wife, thank God in fervor for 
his goodness, and cast a sigh for the un- 
thmely occurrence that I witnessed in The 
Last of David Whippey. 
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THE LITTLE ROSETTE MAKER. 


BY ANNA MORRIS. 


“Bur, mother, the doctor said father 
was better, and yet you look more sorrow- 
fal than ever.’ 

. “Yes, Katie, dear, because the doctor 
also said your father needed nourishing 
food now, to bring back his strength, and 
I have no money left to buy it.” 

“ But you earn money by sewing, mother; 
and I will help you more. Now that my 
head aches too badly to go to school, I can 
sew, I guess.”’ 

“You! poor little child! No, you must 
not sew. It would be worse for you than 
studying. I must try to find some other 

employment. I cannot earn enough, by 
this sewing for the shops, to pay the rent 
of our miserable room, and get such food 
as we now have. Ihave just finished this 
work, and will carry it. home, and then 
make some inquiries for something more 
profitable. You run up once in a while, 
dear, and see if your father wants any- 
thing.” 

“Yes, mother,” answered the child, and 
she sat watching until her mother’s figure 
disappeared in the crowded street, and then 
resumed her employment of. sorting out 
some bits of ribbon, which had been given 
her by a neighboring milliner, in return 
for doing some errands. 

Katie’s father, Mr. Reed, wags an indus- 
trious carpenter, who had always had a 
comfortable home for his family until a few 
months before, when he received a severe 
injury by falling from a building on which 
he was at work. Still, the physician spoke 
hopefully of his soon being out again, and 
all seemed going well; when the news that 
the man in whose hands he had deposited 
all his little savings had absconded, and 
Jeft him helpless and penniless, caused a 
most dangerous relapse. Mrs. Reed sold 


article after article of furniture and wear- 
ing apparel, and struggled on, till at- last, 
everything being gone, they were. obliged 
to take refuge in one room of a wretched 
tenement heute, There they had been for 
some weeks, when our story opens. 2 

Kate, always rather a delicate child, had 
grown thin and pale, and complained. so 
much of headache, that the doctor advised 
her being taken from school. Time now 
hung rather heavily-on her hands, She 
shrank from much intercourse with the 
rough vulgar children in the house, and 
passed most of the day in their own room}; 
but occasionally, as when we justsaw. her, 
she would take advantage of their absence 
at school, and steal down to the a 
for a short time. 

“I wish I could help mother,’ she 
thought sorrowfully. “TI wonder if there is 
nothing that a little girl can do.” : 

Just then the, milkman drove into the 
yard. He was an honest pleasant-looking 
man, who always spoke kindly to the pale 
gentle girl, so different from the noisy 
crowd that clamorously demanded a ride. 
He drove a fine gray horse, with which Kate 
had formed a great friendship, and she 
always stroked and patted him, or gave him 
a handful of grass, if she could find any in 
the dusty street. 

So when the milkman had passed into 
the house with his cans, she commenced 
patting her dumb friend, and talking to 
him as usual, when a bright idea struck 
her, and deftly knotting some of her rib- 
bons together, she fastened them near the 
horse’s ears. , 

“Now, old Billy, you look very hand- 
some!” she exclaimed, stepping back to see 
the effectofher work. Just then the milk- 
Man came out. 
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“Ah, Miss Kate,?? he said, 
been trimming up my horse?” 

“*Yes sir’? answered the child, rather 
timidly; “do you mind ?” 

“ Mind! Ono; Tam much obliged to you, 
and so I dare sayis Billy! See how proudly 
heholds up his head! He will have to 
come some afternoon, and take you out to 
Tide, in return foryour kindness.” And with 
a friendly good-morning he drove rapidly 
away. 

“‘T must run up and see if father wants 
anything,” thought Kate, turning towards 
the house. A toilsome journey up many 
along dark fight of stairs brought her to 
the poor room they called home, but Mr. 
Reed was asleep, and Kate, softly closing 
the door, returned to the yard. 

She bad sat perhaps half an hour longer, 
when an ice-cart came lumbering by. Some- 
what to Kate’s surprise, it stopped, for in 
that wretched house, no one could indulge 
in such a luxury as ice. 

The driver, a bright good-humored look- 
ing. Jad, jumped out, and eoming up to 
Kate, asked, with a misture of frankness 
and ‘bashfulness, “ Was it you, miss, who 
made some rosettes for Mr. Gray’s horse ?” 
- “Phe milk man?” answered Katie, won- 
deringly, ‘O yes, I put some ribbons on 
him just now.” 

“Jmethim down the street, and asked 
him how he came to be so gay; for-you 
see,” he continued, “it just happened to 
take my fancy, as I’ve got a new set of 
harnesses for my horses, and want them to 
look as‘uice as anybody’s. | think a heap 
of my horses, and so I says to Mr. Gray, do 
you suppose she would make me some? 
And he said Pd BeuEE come up here and 
ask you.”? 

“Yd be very much obliged to you, if you 
would, miss,” he added, “and will pay 
whatever you like.” 

“YT should be very glad to make them,” 
said uhe child, “ but,” blushing deeply, “I 
have u0 more ribbon,” 

‘°O, buy whacever you want, andTu 
make it all right,” said the lad, carelessly. 

“Yes—but-—{ have no money,” said poor 
Kate, stammering, as if her poverty were 
something to be ashamed of, 

“O yes, I understand,” with a look at 
the miserable building. “Well, let me 
give you the money—if yon will be kind 
enough to buy the ribbons,” he added with 
natural politeness, and he produced his 


“have you 


pocket-book, and handed Kate a bill. 

“ What colors will you have 2” she asked, 
asifinadream. Wasit possible that after 
ali she could be going to earn some money, 
and help her poor mother a little! 

“Whatever you like; only be sure they 
are bright. When can I have them 2’ he 
asked, preparing to resume his seat. 

“J will have them ready to-morrow.” 

‘All right,” he answered, and drove off. 

Kate paid another visit to the attic, but 
her father still slept. As she wags once 
more descending the stairs, she met her 
mother, looking more pale and weary than 
when she wet out. 

“J have found no better work, Katie 
dear,” she sighed, 

“*But Ihave, mother,” responded Katie, 
joyously, and she eagerly related thei inci- 
dent of the morning. 

“Now you have’ come, may Irun and 
buy the ribbon ?”” 

“Do you know where to go?” asked her 
mother, brightening somewhat, at the 
sight of her child’s delight, 

“e O yes! the milliner who gave me the 
ribbon is very good-natured, and I guess 
will tell me.” 

‘“Wery well, ran along then, dear?” 
and Kate needed no second bidding, 

The milliner had the required ribbons, 
and added ‘several hints as to the best. 
method of “making rosettes, aud Katie: 
was soon at home, and at work. 

The rosettes were quite ready when the 
iceman called the next day; and he paid 
liberally for them, and Promised to send 
other customers. 

He was as good as his word, and for a 
few days Kate was almost constantly en- 
gaged in making rosettes of different hues, 
to fill the various orders brought her by 
the iceman and Mr. Grey. 

With the proceeds of her work Mrs. 
Réed had bought more nourishing food for 
her husband, who was now gaining rapid~ 
ly, and declared that be should soon ba 
able to earn almost as much as Kate. 

One day, when she was finishing the 
last set which had been ordered, and was 
thinking how much “she hoped to be able 
to sell more, the doctor entered. 

Kate was an especial favorite of his, and: 
after examining his patient, he turned as. 
usual, to chat with her. 

“What are youso busy about this fins 
morning, Miss Kate,” he asked, “when 
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you ought to be out in the bright sunshine?” 
“Kate readily explained her new business, 
to which the doctor listened attentively. 

“And so that is your last order?’ he 
said, musingly. ‘“ Well, well, I hope you 
will soon have more?’ and he hurried of. 

Afew days passed, aud only one more 
application for rosettes had come in, 
Kate began to fear that all her work was 
done, and felt quite discouraged. 

One morning, however, the doctor rushed 
in, somewhat to Mr. Reed’s surprise, as it 
was sooner than he had expected another 
visit. 

“Ah, good morning, Mr. Reed,” cried 
the doctor, cheerfully. “Getting along 
nicely?” And he hastily felt his pulse, and 
asked some few questions. 

“Famous! We shall have you out soon! 
But where is my little friend ?”? he asked, 
looking’ about. ‘I came to see her 
to-day.” 

“She will be back in amoment, doctor,” 
said Mrs. Reed. “‘Isent her on an errand. 
Here she is now,’’ she added, as the door 
opened, and Kate came in. 

“Well, Kate, Low’s the rosette business? 
Flourishing as ever? The color don’t rub 
off your ribbons on to your cheeks, any- 
way,” he said, with a pitying glance at the 
child’s pale face. “I wish I could turn 
you and your father out to grass. It would 
be the best thing for both of you.” 

“Well, never mind that now,” he added 
hastily, as he saw the wistful look in Kate’s 
eyes, at the thought of the country. “JI 
am ina tremendous hurry, but ran in to 
tell you that I mentioned your rosette- 
making toa friend of mine, who is the 
captain of a company of soldiers, There 
istobe agrand parade ina few weeks, 
and he wants all the horses in his company 

. decorated for the occasion. See, he has 
sent you the materials;’ and the doctor, 
opening 2 package, displayed rolls of rib- 
bons, which to Kate’s eyes seemed enough 
to stock the shop of her friend the 
milliner. ~ 

“© doctor, I thank you so much?’ she 
began, with glittering eyes, but the doc- 
tor ent her short with: © 

“There, there, never mind that; I am 
ina hurry, and so are you,” and was leay- 
ing the room, when he suddenly pulled 
something from his pocket. “0, I forgot, 
there ig a pattern of what he wants?’ and 
he disappeared. 


. might go out a little. 


Great was the rejoicing in that poor 
room, and busily Kate worked. <All was 
completed by the time her kind friend re- 
turned, bringing with him the Captain 
Stearns of whom he had spoken. 

The captain was entirely satisfied with 
the work, and much pleased with the little 
girl who so modestly answered his many 
questions. 

“Pye little girls of my own,” he said, 
“but should not like to see them as pale 
and thin as you are, little one. When you 
grow stronger, you must try to find coun- 
try quarters,’ he continued, turning to 
Mr. Reed. 

But the doctor’s time was 100 precious 
to admit of along visit, and after a few 
more kind words, the two gentlemen de- 
parted, leaving Kate in ecstasies over the 
amount of money the kind-hearted cap- 
tain had paid her. 

‘‘Now, mother, let me take one dollar 
and go and buy father a real splendid din- 
ner, and you shall lay away all the rest, 
and,’”’ she said, beseechingly, “ wouldn’t 
you please give up working for to-day, and 
take a nice walk as you used to? Then, 
perhaps, you would not look so very tired.” 

“Yes, Mary, do,” urged Mr. Reed. “111 
tell you what we will do,” he added, in a 
more cheerful tone than his wife had heard 
for many weeks. “The doctor said I 
The day is very fine, 
and we might celebrate Katie’s having 
earned such a fortune by getting into the 
horse-cars after dinner and riding out of 
town a short distance.” 

With a scream of delight, Kate caught 
the dollar from her mother’s hand, and 
rushed off for the dinner. i‘ 

Abappier party was seldom seen than 
that poor family on their unwonted holi- 
day. The fresh air seemed greatly to re: 
vive Mr. Reed, and they ventured ‘quite 
into the country, where Kate could gather 
wild flowers, and a faint color found its 
way into her cheeks, 

“© father, if we could only live in the 
country,” she exclaimed that evening, 2s 
she sat arranging her flowers over and 
over again. 

“Perhaps we shall sometime, little 
girl,” was the reply. “You make money 
so rapidly, who knows but you will be 
able to get a country home soon ?” 

“T am afraid not, father,’’ answered 
Kate, half laughing at the idea. 
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“There’s many a true word said in 
jest,” hewever, as Kate soon found. 

Not many days after Captain Stearns’s 
visit, the doctor appeared again. 

“Well, really, Kate, you are becoming 
quite the rage,” he said, gayly. “Captain 
Stearns was so much pleased with you and 
your rosettes, that he has persuaded the 
colonel of his regiment to have every 
company decorated in the same way; and 
the captain will be here to-day with an 
order, and materials for I don’t know how 
many hundred rosettes.”’ 

“But what has brightened you up so, 
Mr. Reed?? he asked, turning to the 
invalid. 

“Having such a good child, I fancy,” 
answered Mr. Reed, smiling fondly on 
Kate. 

“O no, doctor! going into the country,” 
eried the child, and seizing her precious 
flowers, she continued, ‘did you ever see 
anything so lovely, doctor? And we went 
out where such lots of them grew! away 
to the end of the car route, where there 
was such a lovely littie house, all buried 
in vines, and no one living there. I don’t 
see how any one who had ever been there 
could bear to leave it! Do you know 
where it is?” "as the doctor looked up with 
a strange expression. 

“Yshould think I did,” he answered, 
slowly, and as if thinking aloud. “The 
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very thing! What a fool not to think of 
it before,” 

‘Yes, Kate,’ he continued, “that is the 
house where I was born, and lived many 
years. Since my mother died it has been 
shut up, and sadly needs some one to take 
care of it. I don’t like to have it go to 
Tuin, and have often wished I could find 
some good tenant—some one I could trust. 
Suppose J let it to you, Katie?’ he added, 
playfully. ‘You are getting so rich, you 
can well afford to rentit. I have got to 
go out that way now, and if you will put 
on your hat, you may go, too, and see if it 
suits you,” : 

“May I, mother?” and seeing the an- 
swer in her mother’s eyes, the hat was on, 
and Kate in the chaise in a twinkling. 

A few hours later she came home 
radiant. 

“The house was lovely—perfect, and 
furnished, too! And the doctor said there 
were to be a great many buildings erected 
near there that fall; and there would be a 
fine chance for her father to get work ag 
soon as he was strong enough.” 

The doctor confirmed her statements; 
and amid the heartfelt thanks of Katie 
and her parents, produced a formal lease 
of the place, made out in Katie’s name, 
which she with the most intense gravity 
signed ; and the next week saw heras happy 
a girl as any in the land, in her new home. 


————______ 
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THE LOST RABBITS. 


BY KATE SEAFOAM, 


Sucu a happy litile boy as Georgie Wells 
~was when his Uncle John sent him the 
pretty pair ef rabbits he had been daily 
wishing for since he saw Freddie Burton’s 
cunning black and white ones! He told 
jolly Unele John—who had not forgotten 
his ewn. boyhood, with its ardent wishes, 
and therefore always listened attentively 
to all of his bright little nephew’s hopes 
and grievances—ahout the rabbits, and 
how much he wanted apair. Uncle John 
-warmly expressed his admiration of the 
cunning creatures, and told-Georgie many 
funny things about the pair he had when 
he was a boy. His were clear white, with 
such bright red eyes, he told Georgie, who 
thought they must be prettier than the 
eolored ones. ‘Well, the next Saturday 
night, two days after Uncle John returned 
‘to the city, the expressman leit a crate for 
““Master George Wells,” with Uncle 
John’s compliments. : 

‘You should have seen the boy’s delight! 
He danced around the crate till the little 


clear white bunnies, so cunning and pretty, 
were nearly frightened to death. For the 
first few days after he received them he 
could scarcely think or talk of anything 
else. His studies were sadly neglected— 
indeed, it was with difficulty that he was 
persuaded to leave them to go to school; 
and the moment he returned he ran quickly 
to them, to see that they were all safe. He 
‘was greatly pleased at the praise bestowed 
on them by his little schoolmates. One, 
in particular, Johnny Cleaves, seemed 
quite as fond of them as Georgie himself. 
He never tired of watching them, and each 
day he brought a radish, beet, carrot, or 
something he knew the rabbits were fond 
of. At first Georgie was pleased and proud 
of the praise and kindly attention Johnny 
gave his pets, but soon he became quite 
jealous, as Johnny really fed them more 
than he did, and they were very fond of 
him. 

Soon Georgie became so cross about it, 
and so surly to Johnny, that the kind- 
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hearted little boy did not know what to 
think of it, wondering in what way he 
could have vexed him. Never imagining 
the truth, he increased his fond attentions 
to Georgie and his cunning pets, hoping to 

, win back his favor thus, which he seemed 
strangely to have lost. Of course this but 
made matters worse. 

One day little Johnny hurried home 
from school as fast as he could, and when 
Georgie, who had loitered a little to play 
by the way, hurried out to feed the rabbits, 
he found little Johuny there before him, 
feeding them, and talking in such a loving 
way that he could not restrain his jealous 
anger when Johnny turned innocently to 
him and said: 

“See how they like it, Georgie! Why, 
they have had euch a nice time eating it— 
and such a lot as they can eat, too, I never 
did see?’ And Johnny laughed merrily, 
but started as if he had received a blow 
when Georgie crossly replied: 

“Well, I guess a feliow likes to feed his 
rabbits once in a while. Anybody’d think 
you had all the right to ’em ; that they was 
yours.” 3 

Johnny’s blue eyes opened widely, and 
for a full minute he stared at Georgie as if 
he could hardly believe he heard aright; 
and then, with quivering face and tremu- 
lous voice, he said: 

“EJ thought you'd be glad, Georgie, so 
I fetched ’em ali I could get; and I like 
7em so well, and Taint gotany. O, I just 
wish Thad!’ he added in a sobbing tone. 

“Well, I aint glad, so now! And—” 
Georgie answered, sharply; but poor John- 
ny did not wait to hear what he had to say 
further, but turned and ran toward home 
as fast as he could go, not liking for 
Georgie to see how badly he felt. 

Now Georgie was really ashamed, and 
felt badly himself because he had been so 
cross to the kind little Johnny, and the 
next day he carefully ‘avoided meeting 
him, or even looking toward him in his 
usual frank way. Several times he glanced 
shyly at him, and felt still more ashamed 
when he saw what a grieved look Johnny’s 
usually bright face wore. When he passed 
him as he hurried home from school, he 
muttered to himself, in a dissatisfied way: 

“Well, I don’t care! He no need to 
keep fussin’ round all the time.” 

But Georgie did care, and that was just 
why he said he didn’t care; yet still this 


assurance did not cheer him much, and 
that evening he was moody and silent; but 
imagine his surprise when he went to his 
rabbits’ cunning little house—a miniature 
cottage his father had made for their home 
at one side of the garden—the next morn- 
ing, and found the door wide open, and 
the rabbits he loved so well both gone! 

He searched everywhere about the gar- 
den in a wild excited manner, but they 
were nowhere to be found. Then came 
the thought which Georgie knew well at. 
first--some one must have opened the 
door, for, with the sure fastening, the rab- 
bits never could have opened it, if they had 
been ever so eager to get out. 

With tearful eyes he went sadly to the 
house to tell of his loss. His mother was 
greatly surprised and very sorry. Aftera 
mmomeut she asked: 

“But who can have taken them, Georgie ? 
Do you think of any one?” | 

Georgie shook his head, and muttered, 
angrily: 

“I bet I know who took’em. See if L 
don’t fix him?’ And, catching up his hat 
he ran from the house. 

He felt very cross toward Johnny, the 
more because he had been so unkind to 
him, and therefore was quick to cast the 
blame upon him. And he said to himself 
as he hurried along: 

“ He’s got ’em, the mean sneak! I know 
he has!” 

Johnny was notin the yard, and Georgie 
went boldly to the door and rapped loudly. 

Johnny’s mother opened the door, greet- 
ed him kindly, and invited himin. He 
asked for Johnny. 

He had left the house a little while ago 
with another boy, she told him, but would 
be back in a few minutes, she thought, 
and urged Georgie to come in and wait for 
him. 

He went in, still feeling very cross, and 
A{rs. Cleaves looked at him in surprise, he 
was so silent and strange when she tried to 
talk to him to make the time pass more 
pleasantly. After waiting a while, he rose, 
saying he wouldn’t wait any longer, and 
Mrs. Cleaves asked him if he wished to see 
Johnny about anything in particular, offer- 
ing todo the errand for him, or to send 
Johnny to him when he returned; and 
Georgie rather ungraciously replied: 

“I want my rabbits—I want him to bring 
Jem back.’? 
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“Your rabbits? Why, I didn’t know 
Johnny had your rabbits?’ Mrs. Cleaves 
said, greatly surprised. 

“Well, he has, and he’d just better 
bring’em back,” Georgie answered, crossly. 

“But I do not understand, Georgie. 
How came he to have your rabbits?” Mrs. 
Cleaves asked. 

“ He stole’em! That’s how he come by 
em,” said Georgie, in a bold detiant way. 

Mrs. Cleaves’s cheeks flushed hotly at 
this charge, made so boldly against her 
good little boy whom she thought so trust- 
worthy, and in a tremulous tone she said: 

“Do you know that Johnny has got 
your rabbits, Georgie? I cannot think he 
would take them so; it is not like him to 
do such a thing, and then he thinks so 
much of you, too.” 

“ But he was mad with me cause I did 

not want him hanging round ’em feeding 
em all the time, and I told him so yester- 
day; and this morning they was gone, and 
I guess he took ’em,”’ Georgie answered. 
. “Well, I am very sorry that you have 
lost your rabbits, Georgie, but I cannot be- 
lieve that Johnny took them, unless he 
tells me he did. I knew he felt badly 
about something when he came home 
from your house, but he did not tell me 
what the matter was,’ Mrs. Cleaves said, 
slowly, deeply pained that Johnny should 
be suspected of such a thing. But as 
Georgie turned toward the door, she said: 

“Please do not go yet, Georgie. Ido 
wish you would wait a few minutes longer, 
and I think Johnny will be here; forI 
would like'for this to be settled now, here 
with me.” 

Georgie sat down again, feeling a little 
less positive, and uncomfortable at the 
pain he had caused the gentle lady. Very 
soon Jolinny entered the kitchen, and his 
mother called to him. He came quickly to 
her, but hesitated; his eyes drooped and 
his face flushed when he saw Georgie. 
Mrs. Cleaves was watching him keenly, 
and afear entered her heart lest Johnny 
had been tempted through his excessive 
fondness for the cunning creatures, and 
had really taken them, as Georgie had for- 
pidden his fondness. There was a mo- 
ment’s painful silence, and then in tremu- 
lous tones Mrs. Cleaves said: 

* Jolinny, lam grieved to tell you that 
Georgie thinks you have taken his rabbits; 
have you?” 


Johnny’s face flushed more deeply, and 
he answered : 

“Well, Laint got’em. So there, now!” 

“T bet you have got’em!” Georgie cried 
out, sharply. 

“* Johnny, be stre to tell me the truth 
now. If you have taken his rabbits, say 
so ab once, and give them to°him,” his 
mother said, sternly, the fear i increasing at 
his flurried manner. 

“Well, Laint got ’em, now sure. How 
o I give °em to him when I aint got 
*em?” Johnny replied, beginning to ery. 

Mrs. Cleaves was puzzled, and Georgie 
rose to leave. 

“* He’d bettergo and hunt for’em, if he’s 
so sure I’ve got’em,” Johnny sobbed out, 
as Georgie opened the door. 

“J am very sorry, Johnny, that you 
should be thus accused, if you are inno- 
ceut; and I certainly expect you to be 
truthful, as 1 have always thought you to 
be. Well, Geergie, I think we had better 
search for the rabbits, as Johnny Says; 
you will be better satisfied.” And Georgie 
reluctantly followed Mrs. Cleaves to the 
shed and small garden, but no rabbits 
were there found; and then she insisted 
upon his accompanying her to the house 
again, and she took him through every 
room, carefully searching; as if they might 
be hidden there. When they came back to 
the sitting-room, where Johnny still sat, 
he looked up defiantly, and said: 

“Well, L guesa you didu’t find your old 
rabbits.” 

. This roused Georgie’s temper, which had 
through the search been graduaily subsid- 
ing, and he hotly replied: 

“Well, I bet you got ’em, anyway; and 
you just better tell what you’ve done with 
em, or [*I—D’ll lick you, so, now !? 

“JT guess you just better try it, that’s 
all,” said little Johnny, bristling up. 

“There, there, boys! That wont do!’ 
Mrs. Cleaves said, soothingly. And Georgie 
hurried away, muttering: 

Pll fix him, see now if I don’t!? 

But several days passed, during which 
the boys did not meet, and Georgie did not 
have the opportunity or pleasure of “ fix- 
ing” Johnny, nor did he hear anything 
from his rabbits. Mrs. Cleaves said so 
much to Johnny to persuade him to tell 
her if he had tuken the rabbits, and he so 
stoutly protested that he had not done so, 
that she was finally convinced of his truth. 
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Then a new difficulty arose for Georgie, 
which for a time caused him much unhap- 
piness. One noon his father. came in with 
a very stern face, and said to him: 

“Georgie, I am surprised that a boy of 
your age should be guilty of such folly! 
What benefit or pleasure could it possibly 
have beeu to you to destroy my early vege- 
tables, which I had taken so much pains 
with, in such a manner?” 

Georgie’s brown eyes opened widely in 
astonishment as he gazed at his father, 
and, before he could speak, his father con- 
tinued: 

‘It is no use for you to deny it, Georgie; 
I spoke to your mother about it this morn- 
ing, and she said you were in the garden 
sometime yesterday; but she thought you 
old enough to be careful, so she didu’t call 
you away.’* 

“1 only looked there for my ball I lost,’? 
Georgie tremulously answered. 

“And nearly destroyed the garden. I see 
no need of that. You deserve a good 
whipping, and l've a good mind to give 
you one,” Mr. Wells said, sternly. 

“T didn’t know I burt the things,” 
Georgie said, talteringly, beginning to ery. 

Mr. Wells's manner softened a little, as 
he replied : 

“*{ should have thought you would have 
known it, for I never saw sucii bavoe in a 
garden to find a ball. Besure sucha thing 
does not happen again?’ And he left him. 

But only-a day afterwards Mr. Wells 
called loudly from the garden to him, and 
Georgie went tremblingly to him. 

“Come, hurry along?’ he called, sharp- 
ly, as Georgie hesitated, fearing he knew 
not what, 

As Georgie came near to him, his father 
said: 

“ Here, just look at this work, and see if 
you think I shall bear this! What does 
this mean?” 

“I—I truly don’t know—I didn’t—” 

“There, stop there, and don't tell me a 
falsehood! Of course you did it. Who 


else would do it, I ask you? Not your. 


mother and 1; and if any stranger entered 
the garden, your muther would certainly 
have known it in the time it would take to 
do this. Just see my nice beets I was so 
prond of, trampled will there is not a leaf 
left on them. Why. one would really 
think you had taken the trouble to pluck 
them all off. Look at the other vegetables, 
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tool Why, Georgie, you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself—I am really ashamed 
of you.” 

“T—I certainly didn’t do—” Georgie 
tremblingly began, looking around him at 
the general destruction of the fine but 
small garden, as his father directed, but 
again he interrupted him sternly, and said: 

“There, none of that, I tell you! Go to 
your room, and stay there until I call you, 
unless you are soon prepared to tell me the 
truth.” 

Crying bitterly, Georgie obeyed his 
father, feeling himself a very ill-used boy. 
Still, when called upon again, to the earnest 
entreaties of his fond mother and his 
usually indulgent father, he denied per- 
sistently all knowledge of the injury done 
to the garden; and being too conscientious 
aman to punish him more while he thus 
denied it, Mr. Wells, after seriously ad- 
monishing him, let the matter rest, hoping 
he would soon confess the truth. And on 
this day, as Georsie walked moodily away 
from the house, he met one who, during 
his severer trial, had often been in his bit- 
ter thoughts—little Johnny Cleaves. It 
had occurred to him frequently that he 
might have wrongfully accused Jobnny, as 
he had been accused when innocent, and 
he did not feel right about it; he was not 
positive that he had taken the rabbits, 
after all, for had not his father said that he 
showed guilt when he was not guilty? 
Might not this be so with Johnny, that the 
mortification of the accusation caused the 
appearance of guilt, as is often the case 
with innocent sensitive children and per- 
sons? This Georgie felt, as he murmured 
to himself: 

“ Perhaps he looks so ’cause I thought 
he tuok em." ; 

Johnny looked intently at him, hesitated, 
as if about to speak, then passed slowly by. 
Ina miuute after, taking a few doubting 
steps, Georgie suddenly turned and said: 

“Ysay, Johnny, wait a minute!” 

Johnny came quickly back to him, an 
eager light in his blue eyes, and Georgie 
quickly began: 

“T guess I know now ’tis rough on a fel- 
low to keep telling him he’s done a thing 
when he aint—” 

“* Have you found ’em 2”? Johnny hastily 
asked. 7 

“ Well, no, I aint found ’em, but they’ve 
been saying I’ve done something I didn’t 
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do, and p’raps you didn’t take the Tabbits, 
if they be gone?’ Georgie answered. 

“‘ What did they say?’ Johnny asked, a 
queer look on his round face. 

‘*They said I toge the garden all up. I 
should like to know what I want of them 
old beet leaves and things—for they’re 
all pulled off; but father said I trampled 
"em, and I didn’t!’ Georgie exclaimed, 
angrily. 

“Pulled off? Eat up, be they?’ Johnny 
asked, excitedly. . 

“Pulled ali off; dun’no whether they’re 
eat up,”’ Georgie moodily replied. And to 
his great surprise, Johnny cried out: 

“0, Iknow! Don’t you know how well 
they like ’em?” 

‘““Who? What?” Georgie asked in a 
perplexed way. 

“Why, the rabbits, of course! You never 
did see how much they can eat when they 
get it,’ Johnny said. And after a mo- 
mentary hesitation, with flushed cheeks, 
he added, “ You see, Georgie, I did let ’em 
out, and I was awful sorry; was going to 
tell you all about it if you hadn’t got me 
so mad. I liked ’em so well, I just went 
to see em once more, to kind of bid ’em 
good-by, you know, and I opened the door 
just a little ways, when they put their 
noses up, to smooth ’em a bit, and one of 
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7em squeezed out as quick! Then I was so 
scared trying to catch him, the other got 
out before I could shut the door, and I 
couldn’t cateh em. I was over trying to 
find’em when you come and told mother 
I stole ’em, when I didn’t. Now let's go 
in and find ’em.” 

On the way Johnny told excitedly the 
wonderful execution of Freddie’s rabbits 
when they got out. It seemed they ate up 
nearly all the vegetables in town. Mrs. 
Wells gave them permission to search in 
the garden for them, wondering that they 
had not thought them the guilty ones at 
once, being well aware of their ravenous 
propensities. They searched some time 
eagerly before they had a glimpse of the 
sly creatures dodging about the wall. Then 
such a scampering, dodging and doubling! 
Such a wearying time as the boys had for 
full two days after the cunning spry ecrea- 
tures, before little Johnny cried out, 
scarcely able to speak clearly, so overjoyed 
at his success, catching one first, “‘O, I’ve 
gotone! I’ve got one?’ And when that 
one was safe in the house, by their united 
efforts the other was soon secured, and the 
boys became firmer friends than ever— 
Georgie having learned a useful lesson, 
useful to all—“ Not to be hasty in con- 
demning or thinking evil of any one.” 
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THE MANTAC SAILOR: 
OR, THE ADVENTURE OF A JOURNALIST. 


* BY M. QUAD OF THE MICHIGAN PRESS. 


Onx sultry day in August, 1859, I found 
myself at Malden, a Canadian village at the 
mouth of Detroit River, with a prospect of 
not being able to get away before a late 
hour in the afternoon—I mean get back to 
Detroit. The town was dull, the people 
sleepy, the weather terrible, and the pros- 
pect of remaining there for seven hours was 
anything but agreeable. 

However, there came a little ripple of ex- 
citement where I had looked for utter stag- 
nation. As Isat in the hotel barroom read- 
ing over and over again a steamboat time- 
table tacked on the wail, a bey came run- 
ning in with the information that one of 
the patients at the insane asylum, located 
near the town, had nearly killed one of the 
attendants, got possession of a large knife, 
and made his escape across the fields. 

The landlord roused up envugh to hope 
that the maniac would be caught, and five 
minutes afterwards the circumstance had 
passed from my thought, as Isupposed that 
recapture generally followed escapes from 
such institutions. Leoking out from the 
window I saw a trim little schooner being 
made fast to the wharf, before deserted by 
man and vessel, and anxious to kill time, I 
made my way to the river. On the way 
down, I passed the three French sailors 
who constituted thé crew of the craft, bot 
gave them such little notice that I could 
not have recognized one of their faces five 
minutes after. 

Going on board the schooner, which was 
named the Lafayette, and was of about 
ninety tons burthen, I stretched myself out 
in the shade of the mainsail, which had not 
.been lowered more than half way down. 
The craft was light, being on her way to 
some port down the lake for cargo. The 
crew, as I afterwards ascertained, had been 
obliged to stop off at Malden to attend a 
lawsuit. There was scarcely a breath of 
air stirring when I first went on board, but 
in the course of half an hour a fine breeze 
‘sprang up from the nor’west, and, not 
knowing what caused the detention of the 
crew, I greatly wondered that they did not 


return. I, however, soon had reason to be- 
lieve that the breeze was to be taken ad- 
vantage of. I heard a step on the wharf, 
some one jumped over the rail, and I rose 
up and encountered a roughly-dressed bat 
not a savage-looking man. 

“Fine breeze—fine breezeP? he. ex- 
claimed, rubbing his hands together and 
kicking ata coil of rope. “ We must get 
under way as soon as possible.” 

“ Tf you were only going up the river, in- 
stead of down, nothing would suit me bet- 
ter than to keep you company,” I replied, 
knowing how cool and pleasant the ride 
would be. 

“But, Iam,” he returned, pulling away 
ata halyard. “J did think of going to the 
North Pole, but I have changed my mind. 
If you'll help me get sail on her, you shall 
be in Detroit in two hours.” 

He Jaughed when he snoke about the 
North Pole, and I joined in, supposing that 
he had reference to some point down the 
coast, and that he felt in particularly good 
humor. When I asked about the balance 
of the crew, he stood for a moment puzzled, 
and then, striking his forehead, exclaimed: 

“*O yes; L understand now. The men 
have concluded to remain here until I get 
back. They had a curiosity to look through 
the insane ayylum, and-I thought I would 
give them a holiday. Wecan manage her 
alone, I guess.” 

‘At that moment, a boy about fifteen 
years old made his appearance on the deck, 
carrying a bundle in his hand. He asked 
the captain which way he was to sail, and 
on being told up the river, offered to help 
sail the schooner as far as Detroit for the 
sake of setting transportation. He was told 
to come on board, and was with us the next 
moment. The schooner laid with her bow 
up stream, and was made fast by a rope 
thrown overa “snubbing post.” Instead of. 
sending any one to cast off the rope, the 
captain slipped it free from on board, the 
rope running out through the hawse-hole 
as the current started the schooner down 
stream. 
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“ Here! take this and push her off? he 
exclaimed, handing me a long pike pole, 
and at the same time ordered the boy to 
hoist the jibs. 

Both orders were promptly obeyed, and 
in three minutes, to my great amazement, 
the Lafayette had swung around and was 
going down stream. I was somewhat con- 
fused, as was the case with the boy, but 
this did not prevent us from promptly obey- 
ing the subsequent orders to hoist the fore 
and mainsails, and we soon had all sail set. 
The schooner was into the lake by this time, 
and after a moment’s hesitation I walked 
aft to where the captain stood at the wheel 
and inquired: 

“Do you call this going to Detroit? 
What are you trying to do?” 

“None of your business!” he shouted in 
reply. ‘Iam captain of this vessel, and I 
shall sail her where I please!’ 

“But, you said—” 

“YT want no mutiny here!” he interrupted, 
“so forward there and hanl in a little on 
that foresheet, and if I hear another word 
from you, you'll get this!’ 

He reached one hand to his bosom, pniled 
out a large knife, and laying the weapon 
on the cabin roof before him, repeated his 
order for me to go forward. The moment 
caught sight of the knife my hair came 
up on end, for it instantly occurred to me 
that the captain was the escaped maniac! 
Isaw itin his look and actions, was con- 
vinced in a moment, and my legs trembled 
so that I could scarcely walk forward to 
where the boy was standing at the sampson 
post. Ihad just reached the sheet to give 
ita haul, having called to thé boy to aid 
me, when the maniac sung out: 

“ Here! you devil! come here, quick!” 

Feeling that it was the bestcourse to obey 
him, I hastened aft, and he let goof the 
wheel and signed that I should take it. At 
the same moment I heard a shout astern, 
and my eye caught a small sailboat coming 
1 pursuit, being manned by four men, and 
then not over thirty rods astern. The luna- 
tie had noted the pursuit, and this was why 
he called to me. ° 

“Here! take the whcel—give her anoth- 
er poini—the devils are after us! We 
must get our artillery ready!” 

He ran around to the companionway and 
down into the cabin, being very much ex- 
cited. The men astern were waving their 
hats and shouting, one of them calling to 


me that the escaped patient was on board, 
and saying that he would murder us if we 
did not look out. The boy had come aft, 
and this information gave him such a shock 
that he ran foward, slipped over the bows, 
and got a seat on the chains. 

I could hear the maniac rummaging round 
the cabin, and I made up my mind to bring 
the schooner up into the wind and hold her 
there until the pursuers could come up. 
The breeze was freshening every moment, 
and a black cloud was beginning to blow 
up in the south west, portending a thunder- 
storm. There was already quite a heavy 
sea on the lake, making the vessel jump 
and tosslikeacork. I saw that the sea was 
getting too much for the sailboat, and 
therefore gave the wheel a sharp turn or 
two, and hauled the schooner as near the 
wind’s eye as she could come without her 
sails “‘jibing.’? The effect was of course 
to stop her headway, and the jibs began 
snapping and cracking like a score of coach 
whips. . 

The pursuers gave a eheeras they saw 
the manceuvre, and put their boat directly 
for the schooner, but our triumph was the 
matter of a moment. The sound of the 
snapping jibs caught the attention of the 
maniac, and he rushed up to ascertain the 
cause. 

“Hal! youare betraying me f’ he shouted, 
leaping at me and tearing me from the 
wheel. ‘‘ You shall die for this, yes. Pil 
cut your heart out and feed it tothe sharks!” 

As Iwent whirling along the deck, he 
gave the wheel a turn, the schooner’s head 
fell off, and every inch of canvas was soon 
drawing again. The pursuers were within 
ten yards of us as the sails filled, and, see- 
ing what had occurred, again shouted to 
me, telling me to leap overboard and they. 
would pick me up. They also shouted the 
same words to the boy, having caught sight 
of him in the chains; and why he did not 
do it is more than I can conceive, although 
I believe that he could not swim, and was 
fearful of drowning before they could come 
up. As for me, I should have taken the 
leap, being a good swimmer, had not the 
man suspected me and cried out: 

“Tf you attempt to go, I will plunge after 
and stab you with this knife!’ ; 

He had the kuife close at hand, and Isaw 
that he could leave the wheel and strike 
me before I could fling myself over the rail. 
I therefore abandoned the idea, the sooner 
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because there was then a distance of half a 
mile between vessel and boat, and the 
weather was growing worse every moment. 
Istarted to go forward, but the lunatic 
called me back and ordered me to take the 
wheel. He threw his hat, coat and vest 
overboard, removed and tossed over his 
shoes, and when he looked up I sawa 
change for the better in his countenance. 
His eyes had lost some of their fire, the 
hard lines had left Lis face, and I saw him 
smile. 

“ Wouldn’t it be glorious if we could be 
the first to discover the golden islands?” 


he began, coming up and laying his hand. 


on My arm, and speaking as gently as a 
woman. “T have been looking for them 
all my life, but 1 never had a ship and a 
crew, and could not run before the wind. 
The islands are all gold—solid gold, and 
we are heading right for them. There's 
enough gold to make us all rich—to buy us 
fine houses and nice clothes, and you shall 
have half. Wont it be a grand thing!” 

He pulled up the sleeves of his shirt 
while speaking, and I caught sight of an- 
chors and hearts tattooed into his arm. 
This was enough to show that he had been 
a sailor, and I believed that the golden 
islands of his talk were some fabled locali- 
ties which had been brought up in the fo’- 
castle of an ocean vessel. While these 
thoughts were running through my mind, 


T was also thinking that it was best to fall 


in with his whims and to humor them, so 
I replied: 

“‘That’s just where I was going—to the 
golden islands. We will have a fair wind, 
and you shall be captain all the time. The 
boy and—” 

“The boy—O yes!—here! where is he?” 
interrupted the man. He glanced along 
the deck, up aloft, and not seeing the lad, 
the hard lines crept back into his face, and 
his eyes resumed the serpent look which I 
so much dreaded. _ 

“I know where he is—here, you take the 
wheel, and I'll find him,” I returned, fear- 
ing that he would go forward and injure 
the frightened lad. : 

He took the wheel without a word, 
glanced down at the compass, and I went 
forward to the boy. He was terribly fright- 
ened, refusing for some time to leave his 
hiding-place. I had persuaded him over 
the bows, and was trying to reason his 
fright away, when I saw that the schooner 


waa going wild, and in a moment more she 
came up to the wind dnd the jibs com- 
menced flapping. I was just turning, when 
there came a step, a scream of rage, and I 
was knocked against the starboard pbul- 
warks by a heavy blow on the ear. I heard 
the boy ery out, there was a struggle, and 
then the madman shouted : 

“You black devils! You plotting hye- 
nas! You were planning to rob me of my 
ship and my gold P? : 

As I rose up, I felt the vessel tossing 
and bounding, saw the booms swinging, 
and, knowing that she was about to broach 
to, Iran for the wheel. The lad was strug- 
gling and screaming, the waves were dash- 
ing over the bows, and I hardly knew what 
Idid as I seized the wheel and flung it 
over until the Lafayette was on her course 
once more. Just as I had accomplished 
this, the maniac rose up, having the lifeless . 
body of the boy in his arms. The lad’s 
face was as_black as coal, and his tongue 
protruded from his mouth two or three 
inches, showing that he had been choked 
to death! I screamed out, and jumped for 
the madman just as he raised the corpse 
on the rail, but I was too late. Iwas not 
half way to him when he gave the body a. 
push, and then with a hoarse shont he 
sprang for me. 

Iran back to the wheel, whirling it over 
as I passed, forward to the foremast, 
around it and back to the cabin, pursued 
by the howling fiend, and there I picked 
up a belaying-pin and stood at bay. He 
hesitated for a moment, and then going to 
the rail, he armed himself in a similar’ 
Imanner, and began advancing towards me 
as the tiger creeps upon his prey. Hiseyes’ 
shone like fire, his teeth were firmly set, 
he grasped the oak-pin with both hands, 
and I knew that a struggle for life was at 
hand. He was within ten feet of me, and 


creeping slowly up, when the schooner ° 


came up to the wind again, the ropes 
eracking like musketry. In an instant al- 
most the man changed from a lunatic to a 
practical sailor. He saw the danger, real- 


- ized that something must be done, and he 


stepped back, tossed the pin overboard, 
and said: 

“T was only joking; I wont hurt you. 
We are to sail to the golden islands to- 
gether, and we must both be captains. 
Throw your pin away, and keep her off.”” 

Though retaining the pin, I stepped to 
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the wheel, and once more put the little 
ship on her course, the lunatic going for- 
ward and easing off the sheets a little. 
The storm, which had been threatening, 
was now close athand. The clouds were 
rolling up almost dead against the wind, a 
sign that the tempest would be a severe 
one, and the Lafayette was being lifted 
and knocked about like a cork. I knew 
that immediate preparations ought to be 
made to meet the storm, and therefore 
called to the lunatic. He had eased off the 
sheets and trimmed the jibs until the La- 
fayette had heeled over to port, and if the 
wind increased, the sails must fly or the 
schooner go over on her beam ends. I 
brought her a little nearer the wind as he 
came aft, and then desired him to take the 
wheel. 

“¥ know what you want!” he yelled, 
whipping out the knife which he carried 
in his bosom; “‘you want to shorten sail 
and keep us back. You don’t want us to 
reach the golden islands. But you shall 
not. Ho! there! Keep her off—steady, 
now~—if you touch me I'll give you a taste 
of this!” 

“ Bat, captain, come here,” I replied, as 
he started to go forward. “ You know that 
if we are wrecked, some other ship may 
reach our gold first—pass us as we are 
drifting about on the wares. - Let us lower 
the mainsail, haul down the jibs, and keep 
her under 4 reefed foresail until the storm 
is over.”? 

He was a sailor as well as a lunatic, and 
after a brief glance at the black cloud, he 
walked forward, seized the mainsail peak- 
halyards, and seemed about to lower the 
sail. But he suddenly changed his‘mind, 
and making fast the balyards, he began 
shouting, leaping and dancing. His fury 
was again aroused, and he seized and 
tossed overboard everything he could lift. 

"  “Biow! blow! blow!’ he screamed, 
running toward me with the knife uplifted. 


“It's going to be a grand storm! The: 


mermaids will ride on the white caps, and 
the dolphins will wash in the foam. Keep 


her off! keep her off! We must travel 


faster than this.” 

He crouched down again, glared at me 
with his bloodshot eyes, and then began 
creeping toward me, holding the knife 
ready for a thrust. 
in the eye, and minded the wheel. He 
came closer, and a white foam, stained 


I looked him straight’ 


with blood, began to work out of his 
mouth. His hair was cut short, and it 
stood up on his head like so many bristles. 
His eyes were full of blood, his teeth were 
hard set, and I saw that he meant to mur- 
derme. If J left the wheel, the schooner 
would broach and capsize; but I meant to. 
do it as soon as he made his spring, belies- 
ing that life would be safer in a battle with 
the waves. 

Inever took my eyes off his for a mo- 
ment. He came crecping slowly on, halt- 
ing an instant now and then, and at length 
he was within five feet of me. Then he 
straightened up, his face looked more 
fiendish, and I saw that he was about to 
spring. I wanted to speak, to say some- 
thing to break the spell which had seized 
me, but my ‘mouth was sealed. I eoulé 
not have uttered one single word to have 
saved my life. I saw his arm raise, he 
drew a breath, and then he leaped. He 
leaped high from the deck and ahead, asa 
tiger would have done, and the next instant 
was dashed against the bulwarks with great 
force, his knife falling at my feet. Intent 
upon watching him, I had brought the 
schooner into the wind, and a huge waye 
had caught and lifted her up, and flung 
her away as a boy would toss a ball. 

“I picked up the knife, held the schooves 
where she was for a moment, and had just 
decided ‘to run forward and lower the 
sails, when the maniac leaped to his feet. 
and the storm broke. - There was a flash of 
Jightning, a terrible roar, and for the next. 
Ioment it seemed to me as if the witid 
ceased blowing and the waves stopped 
their dash. The sailor looked over the 
rail, then forward, and then suddenty gave 
a loud shriek and began to dance. He 
whirled, leaped, jumped, tossed his hands, 
and every moment uttered shrieks and yells 
which sounded more like the howls of 2 
wounded wolf than the voice of a man- 
Then came the storm. The wind lulled, 
whipped about, and in a moment blew 
from the other direction, whistling anc 
screaming aregular tornado. ‘The booms 
“‘jibed” over, the sails filled on the new 
tack, and then the schooner made a plunge 
down. I thought she would go straight 
under, and for half a moment it was a hard 
struggle. Then there wasa boom! boom! 
boom! and flying-jib, jib and foresail went 
fiying to leeward, rent like ribbons. Eased 
of the burden which was holding her 
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down, the schooner came out of the waves, 
shook a deluge of water aft upon us, and 
then started off like a bird. The mainsail 
Was new, and might have helped us to out- 
ride the storm but for the lunatic. He let 
go of the shrouds, to which he had been 
clinging, leaped upon me, tore me from the 
wheel, and dragged me around the deck, 
shouting: : 

“*O, isn’t this grand! How fast we go! 
All the devils in the world can’t steal our 
gold now! Waltz—shout—scream—dance ? 

I was like an infant in his hands, and he 
pulled me around, up, down, port and star- 
board, whither he pleased. His fingers ate 
into my flesh as if they had been talons. 
He flung me upon the cabin, dragged me 
off, and twice tried to throw me overboard, 
foiled each’time by the heavy lurches of 
the vessel. In the midst of the maniac 
dance I heard a hoarse voice from dead 
ahead sing out: 

“Ahoy! there! Port—hard aport, for 
God’s sake! You are running into us.”? 

The next instant the Lafayette grazed 
the side of a barque. I caught sight of 
half a dozen sailors, heard the crash as our 
vessel tore their yawl off the davits, and 
then came our mishap. The schooner 
came up, shivered a moment, the booms 
went pounding, and then she fell over on 
her side as if a thousand giants had been 
lifting on the weather-side. The fiend had 
me by the throat with his murderous 
grasp when the accident occurred, and 
would have strangled me in a moment 
more. 

Icannot remember just what followed. 
Something tore us apart, flung us clear of 
the vessel, and after what seemed an age 


to me, I rose to the surface close to the 
cross-trees of the muinmast and drew my- 
self upon them. There were ropes in plenty 
about me, and I soon had a hold which 
would keep me, 

“Hol ho! you tried to cheat me, and 
Pll kill you for it,”” yelled a voice behing 
me. “ You want to steal my gold—yon are 
one of the devils who used to beat me when 
Tshouted for my wife!? 

T looked around, and beheld the maniac 
clinging to the cross-trees of the foremast, 
and flourishing above his head a belaying- 
pin which he had picked up. The waves 
dashed over us every moment, so that E 
could not see him plainly, but he kept 
shouting all the time. At length the schoon- 
er swung around, lessening the dash, and 
giving mea clear view. At thaf moment 
the man was within ten feet of me, draw- 
ing himself along by the triantic-stay, and 
grinning in anticipation of murderous 
work, What came over him I could never 
understand. He suddenly let go of the 
stay, threw up his arms. and giving utter- 
ance to a shriek which will ever haunt me, 
went down from my sight. 

Ihave but little more to relate. Floating, 
drifting, sometimes buried under the 
Waves, sometimes lifted high on the crests, - 
T clung to my seat for two long hours after 
the madman went down to his death, and 
was then rescued by a boat from a brigan- 
tine which hove to on catching sight of the 
wreck. My friends have often badgered 
me because J refuse a sail, and because the 
information that an insane person is tray- 
elling about the city gives me a nervous 
chill. My story constitutes my expla- 
nations. 
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THE MOCCASIN’S PRIZE. - 


' .BY BLUE JACKET. 


“Tat craft is behaving very queerly, 
Mr. Plankshear. Will youdo me the favor 
to jump up aloft, and take a squint at her 
with the quartermaster’s glass? You will 
be able then to look over the haze that 
bothers us on deck. I will relieve you, 
sir.” And taking the trumpet, Lientenant 
Bowline paced leisurely up and down the 
snowwhite planks of the quarter-deck. 

‘rhe Moccasin was a sharp-built schoon- 
er, fore-and-aft rigged, flying a long whip- 
like pennant from tbe main truck. She 
had originally been a slaver, and owing to 
her great speed, superior qualities as a sea- 
boat, and beautiful model and lines, had 
been taken by the United States Navy, 
placed in commission, and was at present 
cruising off the island of Hayti, with Lieu- 
tenant Bowline in command. 

It was early morn, and the fierce tropical 
sun was slowly rising from his watery bed, 
striving to pierce through the low bank of 
fog that bung lightly over the water, and 
around the dark blue hills of Hayti, buta 
short distance away. 

“*She is a2 small schooner, sir,” hailed 
Mr. Plankshear, the third lieutenant, from 
the maintop. “I can make her out dis: 
tinctly. There isa large number of men 
on board, and there appears to be consid- 
erable confusion amongst them, sir.?? 


“Very well, Mr. Plankshear, that will’ 


do.” And as the young man regained the 
deck, Bowline handed him the trumpet, 
saying: : 

“You can make all sail, Plankshear, and 
stand for our friend the schooner. My 
curiosity is excited, and I must have a 
nearer look.” os # 

The-young commander dove below as his 
steward reported coffee ready, and Plank- 
shear, with short rapid orders, sodn bad 
the Moccasin under a press of canvas that 
sent the light craft rapidly through the 
water, her bright copper flashing in the 
rays of the morning sun, and the spray 
flying in showers over the black glossy 
bull. vee 

The strange craft which had attracted 
the attention of Bowline. was close in 
shore, staggering along as well as her di- 


lapidated: and’ ‘ill-fitting -canvas would 
allow. She was felucca-rigged, flying light, 
and but for the unusual‘number of men 
that had been séen on her deck, there was 
nothing particularly suspicious about her 
so far as outward appearances were con- 
cerned. — _ 

The man-of-war schooner, with a bone 
in her teeth, was soon within range of the 
felucca, and clearing away ole of the 
handsome brass guns that adorned the 
maindeck, Mr. Plankshear politely for- 
warded his compliments in the shape of a 
solid shot, which had the effect to heave 
the light craft toinahurry. The Mocca- 
sin shot up on her weather-quarter, the 
loud piercing whistle of the boatswain’s 
mate echoed around, fifty blue-shirted tars 
started suddenly into ‘activity, the large 
lug-foresail of the schooner was brailed up 
as if by magic, the mainboom hauled amid- 
shiza, and with jibsheet to weather, the 
miniature man-of-war was hove to, dis- 
playing to the scowling gaze of a few dirty 
ragamuffins lounging about the felueca 
deck, the frowning, threatening muzzles 
of four brass guns protruding from her 
broadside, and ‘through the open port an 
occasional glimpse of a long thirty-two 
mounted on a pivot carriage. - . 

“The skipper of the felucca bas stowed 
away some of his surplus hands, Mr. Plank- 
shear,” remarked Bowline, who had re- 


‘turned to the deck. 


“Yes sir,” replied the young man, who 
was acting as Bowline’s executive officer; 
“‘and if they are as hard a looking set as 
those fellows in view, I don’t blame him. 
Shall L load him, sir?” 

“Yea, let Mr. Midget.take the cutter’s 
crew and overhaul bim. ‘He may be all 
right, in which case ] do not care to de- 
tain him.” 

Again the shrill whistle rose on the 
morning air, followed by, ‘‘Away you first 
cutters, away!” ; 

The boat was lowered and manned, Mr. 
Midget, a young beardless midshipman, 
skipped over. the gangway, touching his 
cap as he descended the side. : 

** Overhaul him thoroughly, Mr. Midget, 
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and bear a hand,” said Bowline, as the 
boat whirled by the counter. 

“Ay, ay sir!’ was the shrill piping opty 

of the young Officer, as he bade his men te 
‘““ give way strong.” 
- With a clattering of oars, the cutter 
dashed alongside the felucca, and: with 
considerable importance the young middy 
drew himself over the rail. 

“Ah, you are the master, are you? Well, 
my boy, take my advice, and have a side 
Jadder rigged the next time I board you; 
it will look more shipshape, you know.’’ 
And the boy-middy nodded with a patron- 
izing air to the dark scowling Spaniard 
who stood before him. ‘“ Where are you 
from?” demanded the boy, suddenly. . 

“Port au Prince, sen and bound to 
Jamaica.” 

“And where are your papers ?”? 

“Below, senor.” 

“And your crew, this is not all of them; 
your decks were crowded early this morn- 
ing. We saw them plainly through the 
glass.”” 

Something like a stifled curse came from 
the Spaniard as he clenched his white 
teeth together, but ina moment a smile 
wreathed his thin lips as he replied: 

“My crew are all on deck; what you 
saw and mistook for sailors were in all 
probability my passengers.”’ 

“* Passengers!? echoed the boy, playing 
idly with the hilt of his sword. “TI pity 
the passengers, Ido, indeed. But muster 
ali hands aft here, every mothér’s son, 
mind ye, and I'll do myself the pleasure of 
overhauling them.” 

Aglance of fierce rage shot from the 
dark depths of the Spaniard’s eyes as he 
turned to one of his assistants and ordered 
him to drive every one on deck. In a mo- 
ment the motley crowd poured forth from 
the forward hatch, and passed before the 
middy, who greeted them with a ranning 
fire of comments. The passengers repre- 
sented all nations, from the florid English- 
man to the thick-lipped African, and to a 
man were arrayed in dirty loathsome rags, 
their countenances bearing the imprint of 
crime, and their general appearance derot- 
ing the hardened villain. Each one was 
questioned separately, but told a straight- 
forward story. The papers, clearance, etc., 
were found to be all right, and the facts 
being represented to Lieutenant Bowline, 
the felucca was allowed to fill away, while 


the Moccasin,-under easy: sail, stooddin 
closer to the land, paying no farther atéen- 
tion to the movements of the little craft.ne 

The sun gradually approached: the:xe! 
nith, the light breeze died away, and, ‘with: 
awnings spread fore and aft, both officers . 
and men gasped for a breath of cool! ain, 
while the Moccasin, her canvas hanging: 
limp and loose, rolled uneasily to and-frd;” 
dipping her lean glossy sides alternately in 
the irregular swell. {16 

The high land of Hayti, glowing with 
intense heat, greeted the eyes of the ska-- 
men on one side, and the unruffled ‘ocean 
spread out like a mirror on the other. -i! a 

Gradually, as the sun set, light bréexy- 
clouds floated through the heavens, a light 
breeze ruffled the ocean on the distant 
horizon, and with a sigh of relief, the. 
officer of the deck felt the welcome puffer 
his hot flushed face. The Moccasin had: 
drifted close in shore, and the huge reéky: 
could be distinctly seen through the clear 
depths of the water. voptn 

Bowline came on deck, glanced abert 
him, directed the officer of the deck to.am= 
chor in a small natural cove that gave 
promise of good anchorage for the night! 
In twenty minutes the schooner was sntr;: 
alow and aloft, the watch lounged cares 
lessly about the deck, and the light mur: 
mur of the waves broke pleasantly on the: 
ear as they chased one another.on the 
sandy beach. ptr 

“Bowline and Plankshear were seated:dni: 
the quarter-deck, sheltered from the eveme 
ing dew by the awning, and with fragrant! 
cigars between their teeth, were enjoying: 
the cool sea breeze that came fresh‘amt 
grateful from the ocean, Suddenly a dis- 
tant cry from the shore echoed across itike- 
waters of the little cove, followed in quieR:: 
succession by the report of areata and 
hoarse shouts of alarm. ae 

“* Failoo! what does all this mean ” E-} od 
claimed Bowline, starting to his feet: 
“* There’s mischief afloat there somewhere, 
but it’s too dark to make anything out.””-:.. 

“Shall I send Mr. Midget with a boat’s 
crew to ascertain 2?” 

“Tf you please, Mr. Dlaniehear, ona let 
them take their sidearms, There is ne 
knowing what the trouble may be, and. it’s 
best to be prepared for any emergency:”?” tae 

In five minutes six stalwart seamen; . 
armed with cutlasses and revolvers, were. 
whirling the diminutive form of the middy 
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on shore, and leaving one hand in charge 
of thé boat, the little party advanced at a 
run through a thick growth of trees. The 
land.was undulating, and as the seamen 
gained the summit of a slight eminence, a 
large flat-roofed house was suddenly dis- 
closed. ° - 

An. indistinct body of men, with flaring 
torches in their hands, were running to 
and fro, while the shouts and yells in- 
creased rather than subsided. The sea- 
men, with little Midget at their head, ad- 
vanced on a run, passing several dead bod- 
ies of negroes stretched out on the green 
sward. The dark shadows of the trees and 
the light from the torches effectually con- 
cealed the approach of the men-of-war’s 
men, and halting for a moment, they sur- 
veyed the scene before taking an active 
part.. A body of men, armed with a vari- 
ety of weapons, from pitchforks down to 
eutlasses, were endeavoring to force their 
way into the wide doors of the mansion, 
which were being vigorously defended by 
parties within. 

“Cut down the old man, run him 
through, and remember the strong chest 
full.of plate that is in the house! roared 
adeép sonorous voice, which Midget in- 
stantly recognized as belonging to the 
Spanish skipper of the felucca. A yell of 
fiendish determination followed the speech, 
and with a united rush the gang surged 
forward, following up their success with 
shouts of triumph. 

“Forward, my lads, now is our time!” 
sang out the excited Midget, with his shrill 
falsetto voice; “shoot them down, and no 
quarter !?? 

Out from the darkness rushed the little 
party,;. and falling upon the rear of the 
scoundrels, saluted their astonished ears 
with a rattling volley of pistol balls. Draw- 
ing their cutlasses, the sailors took advan- 
tage of the panic, and drove the howling 
rascals from the interior of the house. 
The sailors were masters of the situation, 
and without wasting a moment, began to 
barricade the door with furniture, It was 
none too soon, for the leader of the gang 
soon recovered from his panic, and was 
holding 2 hurried consultation with his 
men.: * 

““Fhere are only six of them with the 
boy,’? “he exclaimed, “‘aud we can over- 
power them, gain possession of the treas- 
ure, and be off before they can be rein- 
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forced. Shall we be baffled by a handful 
of Yankees?” 

“No! no! lead us on?’ was the answer; 
and some forty or more of the desperate 
villains rashed. forward to renew the 
attack. 

In the meanwhile, Midget and his men 
had not been idle. While the sailors were 
busy piling furniture before the windows 
and doors, the middy sought out the in- 
mates of the house. In the hallway they 
had found a tall white-haired gentleman 
extended on the floor, disabled from nu- 
merous wounds, which were bleeding 
freely. 

“Thank God, you have come to save 
us!? murmured the wounded man, as his 
eyes rested languidly upon Midget, who 
Enelt beside him. “Those strange men, 
Pirates,” he gasped with failing strength, 
“made an attack upon my honse, and— 
and—O my daughter—Marie—” And the 
old gentleman fainted, leaving the young 
Officer in a painful state of anxiety and 
doubt. A few of the more courageous of 
the servants had gathered about, and by 
the officer’s directions they removed their 
master to the upper portion of the build- 
ing. Midget had no time to question the 
servants, for the party outside had re- 
newed the attack with fresh vigor, and his 
presence was necessary elsewhere. The 
men used their revolvers to advantage, but 
necessarily missed their mark often, owing 
to the uncertain light. 

The assailing party had divided into two 
gangs, making a‘combined attack upon the 
front and rear of the mansion. To the dis- 
may and consternation of Midget, the sea- 
men reported that the charges in their re- 
volvers had given out, and as no orders 
had been passed to take extra rounds, the 
weapons were useless. 

“We must retreat, men, to the next 
floor, barricade the two stairways, and tely 
upon our cuatlasses until reinforcements 
arrive from the Moccasin. They must 
know by this time that something serious 
is going on here.” 

The middy’s plan was immediately adopt- 
ed; the lower floor was abandoned, the 
broad stairway blocked up with heavy ar- 
ticles, and with stern determination the 
men awaited the appearance of the now 
thoroughly enraged gang. Howling with 
fury, the mixed throng rushed into the 
house, throwing down the obstractions, 
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only to find themselves again baffled. The 
negroes had scented blood, and like wild 
beasts, panted to satiate their aroused 
passions, 

“Strip the house, my lads, search for the 
valuables, and smoke these Yankee med- 
dlers out! Be lively, and keep a good look- 
out, for the cursed schooner must be close 
at hand.” And the voice of the Spaniard 
was heard stern and menacing above the 
shouts of his men. 

Ornaments wrought from the precious 
metals, rare articles of value too numerous 
to mention, were seized upon by the rapa- 
cious scoundrels, and the lights from a 
dozen torches set fire to the heavy draper- 
ies and light ornamental woodwork of the 
mansion. 

In a short time the entire lower floor was 
in a blaze, aud shouting forth their bitter 
defiance, the pirates rapidly retreated from 
the house, and disappeared in the darkness. 

Improvising ropes from sheets, blankets, 
and whatever they could find, the agile 
sailors of the Moccasin succeeded in low- 
ering the survivors of the fight from the 
windows. The old gray-haired gentleman 
had breathed his last, surrounded by his 
weeping domestics, with the smoke of his 
dwelling sweeping through the room, and 
the glare of the flames lighting up his 
deathbed. The savage shouts of the mur- 
derers rang in his ears, and with a painful 
gasp he sank back—dead. 

Midget made no effort to save the build- 
‘ing, seeing at a glance that it would be 
useless. Seeking out the most intelligent 
of the servants, he elicited the following 
explanation from his lips. 

The mansion was the property of Mon- 
‘sieur de Courcey, a Frenchman. He was 
a widower, with one daughter, a beautiful 
young woman, the belle of that portion of 
the neighborhood. The gang of rough 
men had made an attack upon them with- 
out warning or provocation, incited by the 
hope that they would gain an immense 
plunder. They would have succeeded in 
their plans but for the appearance and help 
of the American man-of-war’s men; but as 
it was, he feared that «he pirates had 
taken Marie, the Frenchman’s daughter, 
off with them, for he had seen nothing of 
her since the beginning of the fight. 

“*Fool,” shouted the enraged middy, 
“why did you not come to the point at 
once, and tell me that they had carried off 


the poor girl? Bese we have been wasting 
valuable time that— ; 

At this point the majority of the Mocea- 
sig’s crew, with Plankshear at their head, 
made their appearance, and Midget ina 
few words explained the whole affair to his 
superior. 

“The girl must be rescued at all haz- 
ards,” replied the third: lieutenant, “ and 
there is no time to lose. The pirates will 
reembark, and attempt to steal off under 
cover of the darkness. If they succeed, 
God pity the poor girl. Fall in, lads, we 
can do no good here; let the house burn 
down, but those devils shall pay dearly fur 
the mischief they have wrought.” 

Running rapidly on through the darkness, 
the seamen soon regained the beach, and 
manning their boats, were soon on board 
of the Moccasin. Bowline listened in as- 
tonishment to the reports of Plankshear 
and Midget, and his dark eyes lashed with 
an ominous gleam when he learned the 
whole extent of the villain’s work. 

Flushed with excitement, the willing. 
crew jumped to their stations, almost an- 
ticipating the orders that came sharp and 
clear from the quarter-deck. The cap- 
stan was manned, sails were loosed, hall- 
iards led along the deck, and in an incon- 
ceivably short space of time the Moccasin 
was again underway. 

The breeze was fresh and increasing, 
the schooner careened to her bearings as 
she darted through the water, leaving a 
broad glistening wake of foam and bubbles 
far astern. The ports had been let down, 
guns shotted and run out, and every prep- 
aration made to give the felucca a warm 
reception, should they succeed i in ‘overhaul- 
ing her. 

The moon had risen, but was partially 
obscured by the seud that was driving rap- 
idly by. All hands were on the lookout, 
and many a sharp eye eagerly scanned the 
dark shores of Hayti, in the hope to be the 
first to discern the infernal craft. 

Hugging the shore at a safe distance. 
the Moccasin darted through the water 
with the speed of a racehorse, the long 
taper masts bending like willows beneath 
the tremendous strain they were forced to 
bear. 

“There is the pirate, sir!” screamed the 
excited voice of Midget, from aloft. 

“Where away?” thundered Bowline and 
Plankshear, simultaneously. 
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“Right in the wake of the moon, sir,” 
was the reply.. eo Mie an wk 

Sure enough, there was the. guilty craft, 
making strenuous efforts to escape, but the 
avenger was on its track, and the course of 
the schooner was changed so as to inter- 
cept the felucca. 

“Clear away the pivot, Mr. Plankshear, 
and give him a shot. Elevate well, aim 
for his spars, and be careful not to hull 
him. The wily scoundrel is edging in to- 
wards Ochilla reef, and we draw too much 
water to follow.” 

The long thirty-two was run out, the 
captain of the gun, an old sea-dog, glanced 
along the muzzle, and watching the heave 
of the sea, he pulled the lockstring. A 
dafk cloud at that moment obscured the 
moon, and it was impossible to ascertain 
whether the shot had taken effect or not; 
but the felucca held steadily on, and soon 
the white flashing breakers on Ochilla reef 
could be heard booming sullenly upon the 
ears of the seamen. 

“Give them another shot, Mr. Plank- 
shear. By the Lord Harry, but I believe 
they are going to run their craft on the 
reef, and take their chances in the water!’ 

Again did the captain of the gun train 
the pivot upon the felucea, and with the 
report came a shriek of agony. The man 
at the tiller had been severely wounded, 
and the shot, striking the slender mast, 
brought spar, rigging and sail down about 
the ears of the doomed pirates. Their 
craft broached to, swept broadside on to 
the reef, and the next instant the white 
feathery foam of the breakers enveloped 
her in a cloud of mist. 

A bright vivid tongue of fire shot ap 
amid the spray, and with the rapidity of 
thought the felucca was wrapt in flames 
from stem to stern. A ery of rage and 
horror burst from the lips of the man-of- 
‘war's men at the last reckless act of the 
Pirates, and they longed for an opportunity 
to wreak a terrible vengeance upon the 
miscreants. 

The Moccasin shortened sail, hove. to, 
and lowered a boat, with the indefatigable 
Midget in the sternsheets, and urging the 
men to give way, they sped rapidly towards 
the burning craft, in hopes to rescue the 
French maiden from a terrible death. 


A portion of the gang were floundering. 


in the water, or clinging to portions of the 
wreck, but the majority had hoisted out 


the only boat belonging to the felucea, and 
with the tall form of the Spaniard direct- 
ing the movements of the frail craft, were 
pulling for the land, leaving their comrades 
in crime to shift for themselves as best. 
they could. But there were sharp eyes on 
board the Moccasin watching their prog- 
Tress, and the brass guns were already 
trained upon them, loaded with grape and 
canister. 

Midget pulled within the swell of the 
breakers that were tumbling and roaring 
across the low reef. He was within a 
stonc’s throw of the felucca, and the 
bright glare of the burning craft lit up the 
fearful scene with the brilliancy of mid- 
day. 

Standing by the taffrail, her white dress 
torn and disordered, her long luxuriant 
hair floating about her neck and shoulders, 
was the form of Marie De Courcey. Every 
feature of her pale countenance stood out 
in startling relief as the surging flames, 
roaring and crackling with increasing vio- 
lence, swept nearer and nearer upon the 
tall graceful form of the girl. It was im- 
possible for Midget to approach nearer to 
the wreck, for fear of being swamped, and 
as it was, it required the utmost skill and 
vigilance to keep the cutter from driving 
upon the reef. 

“ Jump for your life?’ shouted the mid- 
dy; “jump, and we will save you. Do 
not fear, no harm shall come to you!’ 

But the girl never stirred, or heeded the 
words of the officer. Silent and motion- 
less as a statue she stood, with her hands 
clasped, and eyes fixed upon vacancy. 

“For God’s sake, mam’selle, do not de- 
lay. Atanymoment—” But the sentence 
was never finished. It died away with a 
groan of horror upon the middy’s lips. 

The flames had crept within a few feet 
of the girl, and the current of air created 
by the fire caused the light drapery of her 
garments toignite. At the same moment 
the felucca gave a heavy lurch, as she was 
forced higher upon the reef by an incom- 
ing breaker, and amid a shower of sparks 
and a column of flame that shot up towards 
the heavens, the deck fell in, carrying with 
it the pirate’s victim. A stifled scream 
rose for an instant above the boom of the 
surf and the roar of the flames, and Marie, 
the French maiden, the beautiful belle of 
the island, was no more. Her requiem 
was the thunder of the Moccasin’s guns as 
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they poured a storm of grape upon the es- 
<aping pirates, seeking a bloody vengeance 
upon her murderers. 

Not one of the gang escaped, and while 
some fell pierced by the Moccasin’s shot, 
others sank beneath the boiling surge to a 
watery grave. 

Sadly the cutter pulled towards the 
schooner, and tears glistened in the eyes of 
the littie middy. His heart was not yet 
hardened by the stern discipline and train- 
ing of his profession. The coxswain de- 
celared that the girl was mad, and that he 
had seen the fire of insanity gleaming from 
her dark eyes. He may have been correct; 
no mortal can tell whut the maiden suffered 
while in the pirates’ power; and if her rea- 
4on tottered beneath her weight of woe, it 


were far better that she died as she did, to 
awake pure and. happy in another world. 

The Moccasin soon after arrived at Port 
au Prince, and found the principal citizens 
inahigh state of excitement, relative to 
the escape of a portion of the chain gang. 
A felucca bad been missing, and it was sup- 
Posed the convicts had boarded her in the 
night, murdered all hands, and effected 
their escape. , Much apprehension was felt 
as to the whereabouts of the desperate 
party, but the officers and crew of the 
brave little Moccasin were able to relate 
the closing scenes attending the convicts’ 
career, and the story of Maria, the pirates’ 
victim, was for mouths the principal sub- 
ject of interest and commiseration amongst 
all classes residing on the island. 
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THE NEW TEST OF CHIVALRY. 


BY MES. B. B. EDSON. 


CHAPTER I. 

Tuosk& wonderful days of old romance, 
of chivalric knights, who went forth for the 
release and defence of “faire ladyes,”’ 
clad in glittering armor, with nodding 
plumeand gleaming lance, of which we 
have ajl read with thrilling pulse and bated 
breath, feeling our own biood warm and 
stir with emulative: desire, are dead and 
buried under the weight of this ptactical 
age. The car of Progress has awepe re- 
morselessly over gallant knight and. trov- 
badour, crushing them beneath its adyane- 
ing wheels, and leaving them to sleep for- 
ever in the heart of their own dead centu- 
ties. But though forms die and modes 
change, the spirit, escaping from its worn- 
out frame, lives again in every age, an im- 
mortal entity. Chivalry is not dead, though 
the dust of centuries has long since swal- 
lowed plume, and belt,‘and lance. ' Every 
age has its test,'and every age has its 
knigtts, ' though chivalry is ‘too often reck- 
oued a lost dart~-an echy ‘merely from the 
tombs of the ages. Unlike ‘the-‘olden _or- 
der, this is without organization, ard often 


-witbont recognition, till, in some’ supreme 
“moment of puin or peri}, it springs sudden- 


ly to life; facing danger with lifted lance 
and dauntiless face. We call it bravery, 
heroism, self-sacrifice; but it is only the 
old spiritin modern garb. Perhaps what 
perplexes us most is its democracy. Our 
knightbood of to-day is as likely'to blossom 
out in the life of some graceless fellow, 
like Hay’s famous “engineer,” as in that 
of some pure, cultured, saintly soul that 
shrinks from the contamination of his pres- 
ence with ill-concealed disgust. 

The simple story I propose’ to relate is a 
case in point. I do not claim that it is 


anything remarkable; I am not sure; even, 
that it has any special * moral,” unless it 
might possibly be that old, old ‘one of the 
“vessel, knit like a sheet at the four cor- 
ners, descending out of heaven, wherein 
were all manner of beasts of the earth, and 
creeping things, and fowls of the air. »- it 
is barely possible, old as it is, that we have 
not all learned the lesson taught to Peter 
in the vision on the honsetop. But to the 
story. 

Something tike twenty years ago, in one 
of the pretty valley towns that ‘cluster along 
the pleasant Connecticut,’ there stood, ‘a 


‘little aside from ‘the ‘small straggling vil- 
‘lage, on a broad sunny plateau, a massive 
‘stone -man$ion; the prounds overrun with 
‘weeds and wild grasses, and’ the windows 


with rank untrained vines. ‘The man who 
owned it had been in Europe three yearn, 
and might remain there as many more, for 
aught the ndighbors knew. But, to‘their 
surprise, one morning they aaw smoke is- 
suing from the chimneys, and a little Ister, 
the owner, Mr. Grantley, came down and 
engaged s man to move his furniture to the 


“nearest city the following day, :- 


““The new owner will bé here in the 
morning,” he said; ‘‘ 80 it would be well to 
load the goods to-day, perhaps.” 

“The new owner?’ repeated the sur- 
prised teamster, his whole tace and- atti- 


tude a moat unmistakable interrogation 
“point. 


“Yes, I have sold the ‘Glebe’ to Mr. 
William Moutiord, of New Haven. He is 
to take’ immediate possession, as I have 
said.” Then, after a alight pause, he add- 
ed, “I hope you will like him. I think 
you will; he is considered ‘a very excélient 
man, I believe.” U 


So William Montford tock possession.of 
that fine but neglected ald- ‘place. Trees 
Were set, lawns trimmed and rolled, choice 
plants and shrubs brightened the parterres, 
asilvery. fountain threw its misty sheen 
over rare aquatic plants, and. blossoming 
vines trailed from perigee vases 
_Mr. 


- and its owner in- wealth. and ios ‘And 
so eighteen years went by, bringing us, at 
length, to the real opening of our story.,_ 

Mr. Montford had but ove child, a fair 
sunny-faced girl of twenty, who, since her 
mother’s death, some four or five years, 
had lived alone with her father and their 
two servants at the Glebe. Perhaps it was 
the quietness and retirement of her life 
that gave her that peculiar, shy, gentle 
diffidence; though I think, rather, that it 
was her natural diffidence and sensitive- 
ness that led her to choose retirement. 

Dora was so totally unlike her father 
that one could not help remarking it. Mir 
Montford was fully aware of his own worth 
and virtues, and was never guilty of under- 
valuing himself. He was-a man of wealth 
and standing in the community, and he 
never forgot the fact fora moment. No 
one who came iu contact with him ever 
forgot it, either; for some reason it was 
quite impossible, though perhaps they 
might not have been able to explain why 
exactly. He was also very virtuous and 
upright, and consequently, haying no weak- 


nesses himself, despised those who did 


have them. He had “no sympathy for 
evil-doers,’’ he said, coldly, almost angrily. 
That weakness which pities the sinner, 
while it detests the sin, never beset him. 
Mr. Montford had also a very deep-seated 
dislike for “unfortunate” people. It had 
always troubled him to account for the 
need of the existence of such disagreeable 
anomalies. He had never been: unforta- 
nate, and no one else need: be, unless they 
desired to be, he argued. 

As there were weak people, and unforta- 
nate people, and possibly now and then an 
“‘evil-doer,”, in Sanborn, Mr. Montford, 
despite his goodness and greatness, was 
not, perhaps, 80 universally. popular as a 
man of his virtues ought to be. Neverthe- 
lesa; be was held in.a sort of awe and ven- 
etation, and looked up to with deference 


on all occasiona; unless he approved, noth- 
ing could be. ‘ondertakgn—with any suonens 
of success, -at, least... 

When Mr. Montford. had been in San- 
born less: than five years, one day, to his 
surprise and annoyance, a tail ill-dressed 
boy, of perhaps a dozen years, came to his 
door and announced himself as the only 
moreaver, that Philip ‘Murdock Was dead, 
and had written.a letter—here the boy pro- 
duced the letter—the day before his death, 
and bade him (the boy) take it when ‘all 
was over to his cousin William Montford. 

Mr. Montford took, the letter rather un- 

graciously, and bidding the boy follow 
him, went into the long sunny drawing- 
room, and, standing in the middle of, the 
room, tore open the envelop, drew out the 
letter, and. proceeded to read it with a dis- 
satisfied face. : : 
. In the meantime, the boy had paused 
just inside the door, and stood looking far- 
tively about him, shifting a dirty tattered 
cap from one hand. to the other, and look- 
ing-most unmistakably uncomfortable. 
Very evidently he. was not accustomed to 
rooms, like this, and. was at.a loss how to 
dispose of himself, < 

Presently Mr. Montiord wheeled round, 
the open sheet still in his hand, and 
brought the fall foree of -his stern gaze to 
bear upon the poor boy, who not only felt 
but looked decidedly out of. plate in that 
bright luxurious room. 

“Tt is-only the same old sages unfor- 
tunate?”? Mr. Montford said, contemptu- 
ously, “I dare say you inherit. your fa- 
ther’s peculiar gift; you look enough like 
it, Heaven knows!? : 

A faint red surged to the boy’s temples, 
half hidden by the long unkempt hair. 

“Do you know what is in this letter, 
boy? he demanded, sharply. 

“No; father said he would rather I 
wouldn’t know,” he replied, a sudden fal- 
ter breaking up his voice. 

“I's a pity your father hadn’t been as 
considerate in some other things; it might 
have saved him from becoming a pauper!” 
was the sneering reply. 

“‘My father was not a pauper?’ the boy 
cried, indignantly, standing suddenly erect, 
and turning a fierce aedant face towards 
Mr. Montford. .. 

“Indeed! How comes it, then, that he 
sends his boy to me with this pitiful drivel 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 


about ‘losses and misfortunes that have 
brought him to the necessity of throwing 
his poor motherless boy upon the generos- 
ity of his only living relative? | What 
hindered Philip Mardock from being suc- 
cessfil, more than William Montford, I 
should like to know ?”? . 

‘tHe was unfortunate, and sick, and— 

- ©O yes, he was ‘unfortunate.’ Weak, 
shiftiess people always are?’ Mr. Montford 
interrupted, sneeringly. ‘Anything else, 
Master Mark Murdock?” 

“Qnly one thing that I remember dis- 
tinctly, sir,” the boy, answered, quietly, 
but with an angry fire in his eyes. 

“Perhaps you might as well mention it, 
then, while we are on the subject.” 

‘ Tintend to, though perhaps you mayn’t 
like to hear,” he replied, with a little short 
reckless laugh. “Father said that if his 
mother had had her rightful share of his 
grandfather's fortune, instead of its all be- 
ing fraudulently taken possession of by her 
brother, Anthony Montford—’ 

‘Silence?’ interrupted Mr. Montford, 
angrily, and taking a step or two toward 
the boy. ‘‘How dare you stand in my 
house and repeat your miserable father’s 
slanders against my father’s good name?’ 

‘Because it’s true,’ said Mark, un- 
dauntedly. 

Mr. Montford had hated the boy from 
the first, but now his anger and aversion 
rose to a white heat, and he quite forgot 
his usual coolness and dignity. Taking 
another step forward, he caught him by 
the shoulder in a nowisé gentle manner. 

*°Q papa, he is such a little boy beside 
you, please don’t strike him F’ interrupted 
a soft childish voice; and a pair of small 
hands fluttered in between them, and a 
pretty little pink and white face, with great 
brown eyes that had a startled look in 
them, was lifted eagerly and imploringly 
to her father’s face. 

Mr. Montford’s hand fell to his side, and 
the slightest tinge of color came into his 
face. 

‘He is a bad impertinent boy, little 
Dora,” he said, hastily. : 

“Is he? I'm sorry,” she said, with a 
very sober little face.  “* Wouldn’t you like 
to be good, boy?” she. asked, sravely; 
“Cand why don’t you be?” 

“Because nobody cares whether I am or 
not,” he said, with a bitterness Pitifal to 
see in one so young. 


“O yes, Z caref’ she cried, brightly, 
putting ont her hand toward him: with a 
little shy coaxing smile. “ 

**Come ‘away, Dora,” ‘her father said, 
almost sternly. - 

You wont ‘burt him, papa, if he is 
bad ?? she asked, anxiously. : © Maybe he 
isn’t all bad.” © 

“No, I wont touch him; now go up 
stairs till he is gone,’’ he said, hastily. 

Dora obeyed; ‘but as she pasaed the ill- 
dressed neglected-looking boy, she looked 
up into his face with a warm bright smile 
and a little nod of her pretty head. - 

The quick tears came into the boy’s 
eyes, and the hard defiant look faded out 
of his face. Poor child! little enough had 
his life known of smiles, and brightness, 
and beauty. There isa natural hunger of 
the human heart for love and tenderness, 
and poor Mark Murdock’s, despite the un- 
toward -circumstances of his life, was no 
exception. 

This had happenef thirteen years ago. 
Since then, Mr. Montford had grown richer 
and prouder, and, if possible, more bitter 
and uncompromising toward the weak, and 
erring, and unfortunate. Ifa man was 
bad, he was all bad; he could see no re- 
deeming thingin him. If he was poor and 
unfortunate, he was nearly as bad, for only 
criminal shiftlessness and wegkness could 
have made him so. These were two very 
prominent articles in Mr. Montford’s creed, 
and alas! very frequentiy overshadowed 
all the rest. Otherwise, he was a man of 
more thau average worth and character, 
though possibly too aristocratic to be gen- 
erally popular in a country town. 

I wish I could record that Mark Murdock 
had grown better'as he grew bigger, but I 
am aitaid le had-not done so. He was 
little changed, save that the years had 
made him somewhat more reckless and de- 
fiant, had hardened ‘somewhat the heart 
which, alas! had been subject’ to all too 
few good influences. Upon second thought 
Mr. Montford had decided to help his 
cousin Philip’s boy, which he did by taking 
him to the seaboard and sending him off on 
a three years’ trip to the Indies! - It is 
barely possible that Mark‘felt very grateful 
for the interest his rich relative had taken 
in him, but not-exactly prebable. © 
‘Tf Mr. Montford had any vague hopes 
that‘something might happen to keep him 
from returning, those hopes ‘were blasted 
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by his sppedrance in, ‘Sanborn one day 


nearly nine years after his departure, I, 


do. not think he really knew himself why 


he went there again. It was. not. that his . 


former welcome led him to think’ his -Bres- 


ence desirable; but. through | ‘all these long, 


years of careless _ drifting here and there, 
knocked roughly about both on sea and 
shore, sometimes repentant, sometimes 
reckless, in the’ midst, of’ rudeness, and 


coarseness, tempted at every turn, with 


little to hope or strive for, and less" of 
strength to resist—through ail, deep. down 


in his heart one beautiful . memory blos-, 


somed in perennial sweetness; the memory 
of the pretty child who had “smiled upon 
him in the darkest hour of his life, and 
ventured the possibility : that hée was. “not 
all bad.” | Mark Murdock never knew how 
often that memory had held him back from 
sin, or how much it had helped him, in the 
hardening and demoralizing influences by 
which he was so constantly surrounded, 
from becoming as bad as his companions. 
So, though but very vaguely conscious, 
if conscious at all, of the subtile influence 
which drew him, he came to Sanborn 
again. Mr. Montford, driving @ pair of 
beautiful spirited horses, met him and rec- 
ognized him at once. There was some- 
thing in the great black eyes, a look, an 
expression, that he never had forgotten. 
He glanced over his careless sailor garb, 
thinking how it would look-in the richly 
furnished parlors of the ‘ Glebe,” with a 
little feeling of loathing and aversion. But 
he was a man now, and could not be ig- 
noted or disposed of as the boy had been; 
beside, he knew that old story, about the 
Montford property, and might make it pub- 
lic there in Sanborn if he angered him, 


To be sure, it was no fault of his; the prop-. 
erty canie to him honestly, and if there had : 


been anything wrong (and ie. knew there 
had) in the manner by which his father 
had come into Possession of it, he was not 
responsible. After all, what good would 
it have done Phil’ "Stardock? He would 
have’ lost it, | as he “aid everything else, in 
bis chronic.” unforinnateness, | All this 
flashed’ through 
stantly. | He drew in. his horses slightly, 
bowed in ‘his Stateliest: 1 manner, and. said, 
coldly, * Mr, Mark Murdock, I believe 2” 
“T didn’t ‘SUppose you would know me, 





Mr. Montford,” Mark said, with a faintly. 


surprised look. 


t. “Moniford’s mind in: 


“O, you’. re not changed much! Stop- 
ping in town, jast now, Mr. Murdock ?? a: 

_“T-1, came .this morning,” Mark said, 
a little embarrassed by the elegant air of 
cool indifference-in bis relative, : 

‘Call. at the Glebe, sir, if you find time 
before leaving. And with another atately 
inclination, of the -head,. Mr.. Montford 
touched the spirited horses lightly with his. 
whip, and was Whirled away in a little 
cloud of. dust, through which sparkled a 
gleam of silver, as the sunlight reflected it- 
self.in the richly-mounted trappings of the. 
glossy steeds. 

The angry light that had come into Mark 
Murdock’s eyes that morning nine years 
before in the long drawing-room, came in- 
to them again now. He turned-on_ his 
heel, stifling a enrse between. his com- 
pressed lips. But as he walked on his face 
cleared, a softer light came into his eyes, 
and his lips relaxed. | 

“I will go up to the Glebe, for she is 
there,” he said, softly, ander his breath, 
turning shortly about and walking rapidly 
in the direction of Mr. Montford’s resi- 
dence. os 

At the edge of the grounds he paused 
and let his eyes rest a moment on the 
lovely picture. The broad faintly-sloping 
plateau looked like a rich sea of emerald 
velyet, through which, like the wake of a 
ship, white paths gleamed and glittered 
like frosted silver. Against a background 
of sombre green a beautiful marble foun- 
tain sent np aclond of snowy mist, through 
which the slant sunlight trembled in amber 
waves. ‘White-blossomed shrubs, like fairy 
tents, stoad here and! there, and a clump of 
some sort of rare scarlet lilies glowed like 
soft fire,under.the sweet June morning 
sun. Contrasting. charmingly with .this 
color and brightness, the massive stone 
Mansion, with its soft neutral tint of cool 
gray, stood like a crowned king, with long - 
sprays of ivy drooping over doors and win- 
dows, and twining in rich luxuriance over 
arch, and cornice, and column. 

It is one grand compensation for those 
who have not, that they can enjoy the pos- 
sessions of those who have. God’s flowers, 
like his sunlight, gladden and brighten the 
heart of the beggar as freely as that of the 
king. Mark Murdock, in. humble garb, 
with scarce a sou in his pocket, and with- 
out where to lay his head, got really more 
from that fair sun-kissed picture than ever 
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its proud owner did; more, because some- 
thing in his heart went out to it, and soime- 
thing in turn: came from it to his heart. 
To Mr. Montford' ‘it was something to be 
proud of merely. 

As he walked slowly up the elm-bordered 
drive, there came upen him suddenly, with 
painful ‘distinctness, the old feeling of 
awkwardness; the ‘out-of+ -place. feeling 
which-had so oppressed him when he came 
to the Glebe the first time. ° Involuntarily 
he put up his hand and pulled out the ends 
of the carelessly-tied * sailor knot” at his 
throat, and smoothed down the broad col- 
lar of his shirt, and brushed the dust from 
his jacket with his handkerchief. Even 
then he halted in his walk, half resolved 
to go back and leave Sanborn in the next 
train. But just at that moment he caught 
the flatter of some sort of ‘pale pink dra- 
pery, and almost instantiy a young girl 
sprang from her seat under one of the trees, 
and looked up at him with a pretty mixture 
of shyness and dignity. I do not think 
that up to that moment he had thought of 
Dora Montford other than as a fair-haired 
beautiful ‘child, with an’ angel’s emile in 
her eyes and on her lips. But his heart 
told him instantly that this tall slender 
girl was she and hone other. - 

‘You are Dora Montford,?® he affirmed, 
rather than asked. - 

She bowed, a looked up inquiringly 
into his face. 

“Do you re once, a long time 
ago, of 2 boy—a bad boy—who came to 
the Glebe one cold spring inorning, one 
whom your father did not like, but to 


whom you gave a bright smile—not a com- 


mon thing to him—and a word of encour- 
agement?” 

“And did papa take him away some- 
where?—and are you hem? she asked, 
quickly. - 


“Yes, to both. But did he tell you who 


I was?” ies 

“Yes; Mark Murdock. I remember, 
because I teased him a long time before 
be would tell me.” 

“T mean did he tell you Tyas his consin 
Philip Murdock’s son 2” 

“Ono 

“But I am—I am your cousin, Dora, 
though Heaven knows I am not worthy P? 


he cried, with a sudden fierce pathos in 


his voice. 
“QO, I remember you now?’ she said, 


joyfully. “Something in your eyes. looks 
just as it did then. Iam glad ge, 3 Oy 
Cousin Mark,” she added, with grave. cor- 





diality. < Where do you live?” it mean, 
where fs your home 2. ee 

“7 ‘havent any home, Dora; I live. any- 
where and everywhere. 2 : 

“No home P? she echoed, blankly. 

“No; ner no one ou the broad earth to 
care a penny if died to-morrow. It seems, 
dreadful to you, I suppose, I believe Ir 
have got hardened to the thought; | ‘it only 
troubles me now and then.’ 

“Tam so ) BOTY, for you,” She said, gently. 
“But if Iam your cousin, I shiall care Tor 
you, and so you. mustn’t think ‘that any 
more,?? ¢ 

“Bat Iam not worth caring | for.. Dora, 5 
young as Iam, I have been. half over the 
world, and. associated with all sorts of | peo- 
ple. It’s not the sort of a life to make a 
saint of a fellow, and I had a poor founda- 
tion to starton. It is easy for you to be 
good—but think of the: training I had! 
Why,” he went on, impetuously, impelled 
to a vague craving for éxoneration before 
her, “1 cannot remember when 1 was not 
a waif, tossed hither and. thither, and 
cursed. whether Idida thing or did it’ not. 
You see, my mother died when I was a 
baby, and I was boarded out till I was five 
years old; then I was taken away by my 
father, beeause of cruel treatment, and 
kept with lim a yearor two; that is, when’ 
he was at home. He was some sort of a 
travelling agent; I don’t remember what. 
Then he was ill a long time, and went to 
the hospital, and I was thrown upon the 
street, picking up my living by. selling 
newspapers and running of errands, and 
huddling in at night among a score of sim- 
ilar unfortunates of all ages. I learned 
fast ‘in those days lessons which, thank 
God,, gach’ as you can have no conception 
ofi By-and-by' father was discharged, : 
though still out of health. Fors few: years 
he picked up a precarious living by speca- 
lation, in which he was mostly unforta- 
nate, and lastly he was reduced to a little 
light writing, such as copying, which bare- 
ly kept him alive, All the time he was 
growing whiter and thinner, and used to 
keep me awake half the night coughing 
fearfully. We hada ‘poor little garret to- 
gether then, where he stayed all the ‘time, 
and I came at night. One day, after a 
worse night than usual, he told me ‘that he 
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had a cousin, his mother’s only brother’s 
son, in Sanborn, who was a man of wealth 
and importance. They two were all that 
were left now of the Montford family; at 
least, this branch of it. 

‘And,’ said he, ‘I have written a letter 
to-day to my cousin, and if anything bap- 
pens~if Ileave you, my poor little waif, 
as I soon must, I want you to take it to 
him. I had rather you wouldn’t know 
what is in it, and so I have sealed it. Give 
it to him just as it is, and wait bis answer.’ 

“ That letter was what brought me here 
nine years ago. Your. father was not par- 
ticularly pleased to see me—I was that dis- 
agreeable thing, a poor relation—so ‘he 
took me away with ali possible despatch, 
and sent me to sea for three years. Ihave 
stayed three times three, but I met him 
this morning, and—well, no matter; I wont 
‘be sentimental. I realize the great gulf 
between us; but O Dora, I wanted to look 
in your face so? a sudden huskiness com- 
ing into his voice. 

‘“‘T don’t see why there need be a ‘ great 
gulf’ between us, Cousin Mark,” she said, 
softly, a wistful look in her brown eyes. 

“No, because you are too much of an 
angel to see with worldly eyes. But your 
father knows, and sodoI. Ionly ask that, 
whatever I may be or do, you will believe 
that I am not wholly bad, that I hate the 
evil that is in me, and try, in a spasmodic 
way,.to overcome it. But I slip back so 
easily,Dora! There, I am going now, for 
I have made you cry, and God knows I had 
Tather die than ecatise you a moment’s 
pain!’ 

She lifted her face, er beautiful eyes 
swimming in tears. . 

“T wish I could help you, dear Mar 2? 
she said, wistfally ; “cannot 1?” 

“Dear little Dora, you have helped me 
already. Some day perhaps I can make 
you understand my gratitude by doing 
something for you. If itis to the giving of 
my, life I will do it gladly,” he said, with 
solemn earnestness, a beautiful light shin- 
ing out for a moment in hig face; then he 
touched his lips reverently to he hand, 
and turned and walked hastily away. | 

How vividly afterward. that look and 
those words came- back. to her! Was it 
that for a moment. the spirit of prophecy 
had aasrended upon him? : 





CHAPTER IL. 

Frvz years had. brought few changes 
outwardly to Dora Montford. The grace- 
ful figure was a triffe fuller, and the brown 
eyes had a deeper steadier light, but the 
shy, sensitive, changefal face, that looked 
up so tenderly into Mark Murdock’s that 
sunny June morning, had-lost none of its 
fresh purity and unworldliness. The sweet 
faith and guilelessness of fifteen blossomed 
still in the pure heart and face of twenty. 
I think it was this subtile something, this 
spiritaal fineness and delicacy, that, more 
than beauty of person or the eclat of wealth 
and position, attracted Arthur Blake to her 
side. “Beautiful women were no novelty to 
him, and he knew that richer men than 
William Montford would be glad and proud 
to form ‘an alliance with a family as old 
and aristocratic as his.- It was no weak 
vanity that gave him the assurance of suc- 
cess if he chose ‘to exert himself to obtain 
it. Possibly he was just a little blase, with 
his thirty years, though he had been more 
a student than a society man. Indeed, his 
pride—and he was proud—was of that rarer 
and more pardonable kind, the pride. of 
intellect and culture. All his tastes-and 
instincts rebelled against rudeness, and 
coarseness, and ignorance. Through these 
instincts he had conceived an aversion to 
poverty, because poverty is so often igno- 
rant and uncultured. Buthe disliked none 
the less heartily the vulgarity and pretence 
of those’ who had nothing but money; unt 
fortunately, 2 no small class in American 
society. In this he was, at least, consistent: 

Coming to Sanborn for a summer vaca- 
tion from literary work, and being ‘some- 
thing of a lion for that small town, he was, 
of course, much sought after and admired, 
and had, so to speak, the “freedom of ‘the 
town.” “All the small aristocracy vied with 
each other in doing him honor, a circum: 
stance that he smiled over in secret, but 
accepted‘with quiet politeness, sometimes 
amused and sometimes bored. But one 
day Mr. Montford invited him to dinner, 
and ‘pretty Dora’ Montford, with her shy 
graceful manners, presided. Her rare del- 
icacy‘and fineness of soul revealed itself to 
him in every shade and expression of- “her 
sérisitive face, and the thing ‘he: had’ 60 
often ridiculed and scoffed at—love ab ‘first 
eight—came* suddenly: pen and: r 
whelined him. Pee 
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After this he endured with delightful 
stoicism all the minor trials forced upon 
him by ‘his admirers, and quietly aban- 
doned the idea of leaving Sanborn, upon 
which he had seriously meditated of Jate. 
His books were shamefully neglected, also, 
for how could he sit himself down to the 
dry study of science and ancient history, 
when this new, fresh, charming book of 
Love, with its sweetly-iliuminated texts, 
was unfolding its beautiful leaves in his 
heart? And there was Always some new 
surprise, some hitherto unsuspected trait 
in the character of Dora Montford, that 
kept the charm of novelty perpetually 
about her. He was perfectly aware that 
his own nature had—like plants that are 
turned constantly to one light—grown a 
little one-sided. He knew that his intellect 
ad been developed rather at the expense 
of his heart. He had been wont to look 
down rather scornfully upon simple good- 
ness of heart, and call it “‘ emotionalism” 
and “‘sentimentalism,” in that peculiar 
contemptuous way which very intellectual 
people sometimes assume. Yet he watched 
with a novel sort of delight the quick tears 
of feeling spring to Dora’s beautiful eyes 
at the sight of pain, or sorrow, or affliction, 
however lowly or even erring might be the 
sufferer, He couldn’t feel in this way 
himself, but he loved her the better for the 
sweet charity that remembered nothing of 
the afflicted save their humanity. 

As for Dora, her heart was full continu- 

ally of earnest prayer that she might be 
worthy of the great happiness which had 
crowned her life, and of him who, woman- 
like, she believed the very king of men; 
which, in a great many respects, he was. 
_ Mr. Montford was altogether delighted. 
He hadn’t felt quite easy about Dora and 
Mark Murdock. The latter had been in 
Sanborn for the last year most of the time, 
and though he took special pains to im- 
press upon him, a well as Dora, the differ- 
ence in their station, he knew that they 
Met sometimes, and that Dora treated him 
Kindly and even cordially. 

“It would be just like him—these reck- 
Jess poverty-stricken fellows have so little 
sense of honor—to work upon Dora’s sym- 
pathies, she is 50 impulsive, and persuade 
her into fancying herself in love with 
him,” he said, angrily, to himself. Not 
that he had any fears of Dora’s marrying 
him—he would put her in a lunatic asylum 


. 


before she should do that—but he didn’t 
want the scandal and disgrace of having 
Mark’s name mixed up with Ais daughter's. 
Accordingly, he treated him with the most 
icy hauteur, and once or twice had been 
instrumental in getting him turned out of 
employmeat. He wanted to get him out of 
Sanborn. It isn’t pleasant to have a 
“Black sheep” in a family, but it is easier 
to bear if no one knows it, and he keeps a 
comfortable distance from the rest of the 
flock. Mr. Montford had been very careful 
not to mention the relationship existing 
between Mark and himself, but while Mark 
was in the place he could not feel quite 
safe. And then that story about the prop~ 
erty; some senseless people niight think it 
a duty of his to look after young Murdock, 
take him into his family perhaps, to com~ 
pensate for some possible wrong done to 
his ancestors. He didn’t intend himself to 
wrong any man, but he didn’t consider 
himself to blame for the sins of his prede- 
cessors. It would be just like Murdock to 
tell the ridiculous story, to manufacture 
sympathy from it for himself. So, you see, 
he not only hated Mark, but feared him; 
hated him because he did fearhim. Now, 
though relieved concerning Dora, he felt 
stil] very uncomfortable; for what would 
the proud, cultured, aristocratic Mr. Blake, 
apon whose family escutcheon there had 
been no stain for generations, say, if he 
knew this low coarsely-dressed fellow was 
Dora’s cousin? He had sternly forbidden 
Dora’s telling her lover of the relationship 
long ago, but who knew but Mark might 
tell of it at any moment? ; 

And Mark, what of him? What had the 
years done forhim? After that morning’s 
interview with Dora, he had gone immedi- 
ately out of the place. All the better part 
of his nature was uppermost, and he made 
a score of good resolves as he was whirled 
over the rails to New York. He kept them 
through some sharp temptations, too, but 
he wasu’t quite strong enough to go quite 
alone, and stand up single-handed against 
the hosts that came up againsthim. If 
only some strong firm hand had been 
reached ont to him then! But that hand 
was wanting, and so he went down. Not 
because he loved the sin, but because he 
was too weak to resist it. 

Three years and over went by, and then 
he. came back to Sanborn. He tried to 
keep away, but he could not. He knew 
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now that he had loved his beautiful cousin 
ever since that dark dreary morning when 
she had come like a pure angel into his 
life; loved her with all the passionate fer- 
vor of his wild untrained heart. But he 
. also knew that it was a hopeless attach- 
ment, for his love was pure enough to be 
unselfish, and if he could have done it by 
the merest asking, he would not have taken 
‘her from her high position, though it might 
have made the fairest heaven for him that 
a man ever knew. - 

Mr. Montford, with all his goodness, and 
virtue, and respectability, could have no 
conception of the chivalric sense of honor 
that burned in the heart of his poor de- 
spised relative. He need not have feared 
exposure; Mark Murdock would sooner 
jhave torn out his tongue than spoken one 
‘word which could pain or trouble her; as 
it would do, he argued, if people knew that 
he, 2 poor reckless fellow, working here 
and there by day’s work, dressing poorly, 
and lodging in a dingy chamber at a shil- 
Jing a night, was her cousin. Mr. Mont- 
ford might have saved himself a great deal 
of trouble if he had only known of this. 

After Arthur Blake came to Sanborn, 
and afier it became known that he was 
Dora Montford’s accepted lover, Mark re- 
solved to go away again. From his low- 
walled chamber he could see Dora and her 
lover sitting through the long summer twi- 
lights in the beautiful garden, and only the 
infinite ever knew the fiery struggles which 
rent his heart at such times. And yet, 
though he resolved over and over, some- 
thing which he could not resist. impelled 
tim to stay in Sanborn. 

Early in September Mr. Blake returned 
to his home in Hartford, but before he 
“went the wedding day was fixed upon. He 
had always had a fancy that if he was ever 
married it should be on Christmas Day, and 
Dora would as soon have thought of oppos- 
ing the revolution of the earth on its axis 
‘as his wishes; so Christmas Day was ap- 
pointed as the day. Mr. Blake, however, 
was coming to Sanborn. again in three 
weeks. ‘The Agricultural Fair was to be 
‘held there then, and Dora wished him to 
ome, as he professed to be very anxious to 
see the fair, though, if he had told the 
exact trath, she was all the “fair” that he 
cared about seeing. He-had voted agri- 
‘cultural fairs‘a bore years ago; they brought 
‘one so in contact with all sorts of low coarse 


people. But he didn’t tell Dora this; he 
was only too glad of an excuse to come 
again so soon. 

it was the last week in September, and 
bzight as summer, save for the subtile sense 
of death pervading the air. Mr. Blake 
came the morning the fair opened, but it 
was the second day before he and Dora 
visited the grounds. They had been there 
perhaps an hour, when walking slowly 
through the rustling half-strewn paths of 
the grove, the sound of voices in sharp al- 
tercation smote suddenly upon their ears. 
Dora grew white as death, trembling in 
every nerve, yet when her companion 
sought to draw her aside, she broke from 
his hold and sprang away with a low cry. 

Amazed and half angry Arthur Blake 
followed the little flying figure, but a hur- 
rying excited crowd surged between, and 
he lost sight of her. Pressing up to a ring 
of people surrounding a wagon, he asked 
some one what the disturbance meant. 
‘But no one seemed to know, and every one 
was asking every one else. With an ill- 
concealed Iook of aversion he pushed his 
‘way through the motley crowd, with a 
vague sort of intuition that he should find 
Dora there somewhere; but the sight that 
met his eyes sent the proud indignant blood 
to his forehead in acrimson flood. Kneel- 
ing upon the trampled sward, her pretty 
lilac silk trailed in the dust and debris 
about the long covered cart, was Dora—his 
Dora! and, his white stirless face resting 
against her arm, lay Mark Murdock. He 
remembered the fellow well, for once he 
had lightly reproved Dora for bowing to 
him, and the sudden pained look that came 
into her face, and the scarlet flush which 
succeeded it, had annoyed and troubled 
him more than he would ever own. — 

Dora?’ said Mr. Blake; his voice was 
80 grave and stern that she grew, if -possi- 
ble, whiter than before. ‘“ Dore, come 
away. 2”? : 

But she did not move, though she liftea 
‘a face full of dumb passionate pain, and 
pointed to the crushed arm lying across 
her lap, the blood: oozing slowly through 
the sleeve and staining her'rich dress. 

At this momenta surgeon pushed through 
the dense crowd and bent over the uncon- 
scious man, who stirred slighily snd gave a 
faint groan. 

**You are a brave woman;: “Mies Mont- 


ford,” said the: al cs with a look of 
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appreciative admiration. ‘Can you hold 
him so a moment longer while I look at his 
arm? I had rather do so before he gets 
fally conscious,” 

She bowed quietly, while Arthur Blake 
bit his lips till the blood came.. To have 
hia dainty delicate fiancee surrounded by all 
that vulgar staring crowd, and holding in 
her arms. this: “Jow coarse rowdy,?’.as he 
inwardly stigmatized Mark, was, to his 

* thought, the most humiliating degradation 
conceivable. But he did not see the tears 
in the eyes of. more than one of the “ star- 
ing crowd,” and the flush of admiration 
kindling in more still of the “vulgar 
faces.” Probably he wouldn’t have cared 
for it if he had. He possessed very little 
in common with these people, and their 
sympathy would rather have irritated him 
than otherwise. In the meantime an ex- 
cited countryman, in a check shirt and gray 
satinet suit, was explaining, without any 
special regard to grammar, how the acci- 
dent occurred. 

**You see,” said he, “ Mark wont never 
keep quiet when anybody's bein’ crowded. 
*Twa’n’t his business, I don’t s’p’ose, but 
he took it up, and when them down-the- 
river fellers begun pickin’ on poor old 
Davy, he just told ’em—quiet like—to let 
him alone. You know. Davy’s blind, and 
manages to pick up a considerable sellin’ 
fruit, and notions, and things fair days. 
These fellers made a raid on him, sayin’ as 
how they’s ‘ goin’ to clean out.the old bat? 
and they tried it, but they didn’t take Mark 
Murdock into the account; they didn’t, 
and that’s where they failed. He content- 
ed himself at. first by standin’ guard over 
the old man’s truck, but when'one on ’em 
catched little Marge—Davy’s- girl what 

' makes change for her father—in ‘his arms, 
and hugged her and kissed her right afore 
everybody, and. shea turnin? white and 
red, and then bustin’ out a cryin’, Mark 
couldn’t stand it any longer, and -he just 
knocked the feller flat. That made #’other 
ones mad, and one on’em caught a stake 
out of a wagon and struck him a savage 
blow, across the. right arm; it dropped like 
lead, broke short off. Mark uttered a little, 
sharp, sudden cry of pain, and just :sunk 
down in adead faint. You'd better believe 
them down-the-river fellers was missin’ 
pretty quick, then! Everybody was so-ex- 
cited a lookin’ after them, that: they didn’t 
mind Mark for a minute, and then she 


came. Lordy, how white her face was! 
But she’s. the real. grit; I reckon mebbe 
she’s his sweetheart or samthin’,”* lowering 
his voice.to a sort of stage whisper, which 
Arthur Blake heard distinctly, neverthe-- 
less. 

“Hush!” said another; “that’s her fel- 
ler standing just back of her. Don’t look 
much like Mark Murdock! Why, that is 
Montford’s daughter, man! - What are you 
thinking of 2” 

The countryman gave a low prolonged 
whistle, and then shrank suddenly back 
at the sudden fiery glance which Arthur 
Blake gave him. 

‘Dora,’ and Blake took hold of her arm 
in an unmistakably authoritative manner, 
“‘come with me atonce. There are people 
enough here to look out for the fellow; it 
is no place for you.” 

But Dora did not seem to hear him. 
She only gazed with a sort of pained fasci~ 
nation on the poor crushed. arm, from 
which the surgeon had cut away the sleeve, 
her face colorless, and her eyes slowly fill- 
ing with tears. Arthur Blake bedt down 
and whispered in her ear. No one heard 
save herself what he said. It must have 
been.something cruel or bitter, for she 
looked up in his face with a sudden, star- 
tled, anguished look, and the color mount- 
ed in rosy waves to her forehead. and 
temples. She made a motion to rise, when 
asharp groan burst from the sufferer’s lips, 
and ‘his eyes opened, at first with a wild 


‘pained look, but seeing her pitiful face 


above him his whole face changed; his 
eyes softened, and a tender.smile chased 
away the look of pain from his white tense 
lips. 

“DoraP? he whispered, in a tone of 
tremulous delight: and surprise. - . 

“J must go now, Mark’’—she. bent; and 
whispered this in his ear—“ but I wills come 
and see you very soon.” 

Then slipping her burden into a pair of 
waiting arms, she ‘rose quietly, her face 
very. grave and: pale, took Mr. Blake’s arm 
and walked away. Mr. Blake’s own face 
was nearly as.colorless as that of his com- 
panion, but there was an angry Jight in his 

gray eyes, now grown suddenly black, and 
the lips under-the blonde beard Were very 
white and stern. sy 

In silence he assisted. her. into ‘the care 
riage in waiting on ‘the. outside of .the 
grounds, and in silence they drove back to 
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the Glebe. Arthur Blake was not the sort 
of a man to make a scene, or:distuss his 
own private: grievances in the public high-. 
‘way. But when the servant had taken the 
horse to the stable, he followed Dora into 
the parlor, carefully closing the door be- 
hind bim. She bad sunk into‘a chair, evi- 
dently expecting and dreading—she nee 
not what. . 

* Dora—Miss Montfora,” he began, hot- 
ly, “I demand an explanation of your very 
remarkable conduct on the Fair. grounds; 
will you give it to. me?”. 

“© Arthur! -I—I never thought. you 
could be angry!’ she cried; “and it was so 
dreadful to see him lying there on the hard 
ground, as if he were dead!” 

{But -you broke away from me and 
rushed headlong into that rude coarse 
crowd of all sorts of people. Why did you 
do this?” 

“T heard auiage voice, and then his ery 
of pain, and—”? 

‘* Pray, Miss Montford,” he interrupted, 
coldly, “‘is the gentleman in your care, that 
your ear is so quick where he is -con- 
cerned 2”? 

“Arthar, you are not yourself,’ ? she said, 
quietly, her face flushing, nevertheless. 

‘*Nor you,” he retorted. “I will admit 
that I am angry; but have I not reason to 
be? -To see the woman I had intended to 
call my wife in three months,.s0 complete- 
ly insensible to everything, even a sense of 
self-respect, in her absorbed devotion: to 
the condition and comfort of such alow 
fellow as this Murdock is. repated to be, 
because, forsooth, he gets hurts in one of 
the disreputable broils for which people of 
his class are celebrated, is, I think, suffi- 
cient ground for complaint. .I heard a fel- 
low venturing the opinion that -you were 


«Murdock’s sweetheart; and certainly, I- 


could not be blind tothe look in his face, 
or your. own, when he reeognized you., I 
have never quite understood your interest 


in this. Mark Murdock, which has revealed * 


itself. more than once. before, but never 
quite so offensively or shamelessly.” . 

Lam sorry.to;show you this unamiable 
side of & man go gifted and cultured ay Ar- 
thur: Blake... I have only this excuse to 
make. for: him:-he was.angry and jealous, 
and those unlovely passions transform the 
fairest natures into temporary. ugliness... 

Dora rose from her seat, and came das 
pat her Band on bis arm. 


“Arthur, I cannot listen to such lan- 
guage from you, You forget..your own: 
pride, 2a well-as mine, when you. indulge. 
in it,”. she said, with grave dignity. . 

“Then, in Heaven’s name, tell me what 
it means, Dora!? he cried, -passionately, 
seizing her hand, and almost crushing it in 
his fierce grasp. “I am beside myself, I. 
know; but.O Dora, you don’t know what, 
I have endured the last hour??? . 

“T should- have teld you long ago, Ar-- 
thur, but my father desired me not to do 


, $0; Isuppose. because he feared it might, 


shock your pride,.as well.as disturb his, 
own. After what has. passed, in simple. 
justice to myself, I must tell’ you the.truth. 
Mark Murdock iz the only. son.of my fa-, 
ther’s own cousin; consequently, ‘he is my 
cousin. Ihave always felt that we were. 
doing Mark: ‘acruel injusticeby failing to 
recognize, the relationship openiy, and help-. 
ing him in_.all possible ways to become bet-- 
ter, instead of disheartening him ‘by our. 
coldness, and lack of natural feeling and: 
sympathy. And. if. I had known that my- 
‘shameless’ conduct of to-day would have, 
lost. me your Jove forever,. as: terrible as- 
such-a thing would be to me,. I could. not- 


- have done otherwise than I did. .. Poor: 


Mark! God alone knows all the hardness; - 
and bitterness, and. temptation he.bas 
found in life!. If lam better than he, it is- 
not 50 much my merit as my Sirgninstances. 
that have made:‘meso.”?... - 

“Dora, you would be an angel ae any, 
circumstances ! cried Arthur, impetuous. 
ly. “And I~Iam.a brute to speak to you. 
as Ihave! me) Dora! can you forgive me— - 
you, who are So pure, and init ueaede: 
and saintly of. soul??? . . 

She put.her hand over his mouth. : 

ee Hush? said she, laughing; -“ ‘you must 
not go to such extremes.” . 

But he only caught her hand in. his and 
covered it with passionate Kisses. And so 
the trouble was made up; and thongh un-. 
der some circumstances it might have an- 
noyed him a little to know. Mark Murdock 
was Dora’s cousin, he was now. quite de- 
lighted at the discovery of the cain d 
—at least forthe moment. . 

: In many respects; those long dreary 3 au- 
tama days during which -Mark lay, or:sat, 
bolstered up in bed, often suffering greatly,, 
for the bone was-a good deal injured, were. 
the happiest. days in his life. He: had 
is eal it”? all- his ule; and. if he had. 
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been ill, had been left to get well as he 
Inight. But now, for the first time in the 
twenty-six years of his existence, he was 
nursed and coddled. Blind Davy almost 
gave up his small mercantile business to 
look after him, to bring him apples and 
news, and such other cheap and simple 
commodities as lay within his power; and 
little Marge came and sat by him, her soft 
blue eyes filling with tears at the sight of 
his suffering, and her heart full of worship~- 
fal admiration for his bravery, as well as 
of perpetual upbraiding for herself as hav- 
ing been the cause of those safferings. Be- 
sides, she made him broths and toasts 
without number, and was supremely happy 
if he praised them, or asked her to make 
more. Rarest and best of all, she came— 
his beautiful cousin Dora-—and sat in his 
poor room, with its low smoke-stained 
walls, and read beautiful poems to him till 
he fancied himself in paradise, and shut 
his eyes to keep back the happy tears that 
kept rising and rising, despite all his 
efforts. Then, sometimes, she read from 
the grand old songs of David, and once, 
when he was in great pain, her tender 
heart was poured out in alow sweet peti- 
tion to Heaven in his behalf. 

Well, the autumn days slipped away at 
last, and Mark, with his arm in a sling, 
got down stairs toward the last of Novem- 
ber. Dora had done coming to see him 
now, 80 he walked slowly by the Glebe, 
and, without looking up, saw her gentle 
pitying face—or fancied he did. Perhaps 
“he only looked in his own heart. 

All this time Mr. Montford had not once 
been to see his: poor relative, nor had he 
even inquired about him, though he knew 
Dora visited him repeatedly. Once he re- 
monstrated, but the expression that came 
into her face shamed him. 

“He’s told her the story about the 
*Montford property ’—it is just like him to 
do sof’ he said, angrily, to himself; *‘and 
she is so ridiculously conscientions, that no 
doubt, if it were in her power, she would di- 
vide every dollar I am worth with this vag- 
abond son of a vagabond father.” 

So he said aloud, a little contemptuously: 

- “J dare say you are crednlous enough— 
and he doubtless knows it, and takes ad- 
vantage of it, accordingly—to believe all 
the fine stories Mark Murdock tells you 
about his ancestors being defrauded of 
their share of the Montford property by 


yours. He had the impertinence to throw 
it in my face the first time I ever set eyes. 
onhim. It was so like his father! Phi> 
always hated me because I succeeded in 
life.” 

“And you hated him because he was un- 
fortunate >” she returned, quietly. 

“Did he tell you this, also?’ he asked, 
sneeringly. ‘Really, you are a model 
daughter, to listen to aspersions upon your 
father’s and grandfather's character from 
the lips of this thriftless vagabond !? 

A painfol flush diffused itself over the 
pure sensitive face, and for a moment she 
bowed her head as if in shame or sorrow. 
Then she looked. steadily in his face, with 
an expression in her eyes that made his - 
own droop. 

“Father,” she said, slowly, and as if it 
were an effort to speak at all, “I never 
heard the faintest bint.of this dreadful 
story before. You are cruelly unjust to 
Mark, to say ‘itis like him’ to tell me of 
this wrong—for it is a wrong, and we are 
perpetuating it. It is a fine sense of honor 
that keeps such a secret for a man who 
hates and looks down upon him! And be-~ 
sides, no one in Sanborn knows he is my 
cousin. He might have told the story at 
every corner, and you would have been 
forced by pride, acted upon by public sen~ 
timent, to help him; especially in the late 
misfortune he has been subjected to.” 

“I dare say I have helped him—throaugh 
my daughter,” he said, coldly. “But I 
don’t care to discuss Mark Murdock further, 
If he would leave Sanborn forever, so that 
Lshould never see or hear from him again 
so long as J lived, I would willingly give 
him a thousand dollars. I don’t see what 
he is staying here for; it’s not because I 
need his presence or assistance, or eyer 
shall, thank Heaven?’ 

The December days, always brief, flew 


by with unexampled swiftness at the 
‘Glebe, where they were filled to such pleas- 


ant overflowing with preparations for the 
wedding. Mr. Montford said Dora must 
have a wedding; and so for weeks, while 
the preparations progressed at the Glebe, 
the friends—and some who were not the 
friends—and acquaintances of the Mont- 
fords, far and near, discussed the great 
event whose coming cast its shadow before. 
‘There was a vast deal of speculating about 
invitations, and when they were at last 
given out, and found to be “very select,’» 
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there were a vast number of angry and dis- 
appointed people who “didn’t want to go, 
nor wouldn’t if they had had fifty invita- 
tions.” The only marvel was that they 
talked about it so vehemently and persist- 
ently. 

For a week before Christmas, Mark Mur- 
dock had said to himself each night, look- 
ing up to the Glebe from the small dingy 
windows of his humble room, that the next 
day he would leave Sanborn. And yet the 
day followed the night, and still he did not 
go. Ido not think he meant to stay; Ido 
not think he knew why he did stay, and 
yet I believe if he had known, if in some 
wondrons vision God had lifted the veil of 
futurity and shown him his purpose in his 
staying, he would have stayed gladly and 
willingly. 

The day before Christmas Arthur Blake 
came. How proud and handsome he looked 
as he rode up the street with Dora at his 
side! At a turn in the street they met 
Mark Murdock, his arm stilf in a sling, 
though he used it a little sometimes. ‘He 
was very pale, and his great black eyes 
looked unnaturally large, and there were 
dark lines under them. 

“Poor fellow! how ill he looks yet,” 
Arthur said, with a throb of genuine feel- 
ing and regret. 

’ There had been times when, in his own 
circle of wealth, and culture, and respec- 
tability, he had felt a little annoyed at the 
thought of Dora’s unfortunate relative. 
But he was so happy now that he could 
afford to be generous, and so he bowed 
very smilingly and graciously to Mark in 
his coarse coat, and did not frown when 
Dora leaned out of the carriage and asked 
Mark if he was getting along nicely, and if 
his arm was quite strong yet; and then 
added, in an undertone: 

““T so wish you cquld come too, dear 
Mark! But you must come afterward, be- 
fore Igo away. I want a wedding present 
from you; I don’t care how simple it is, 
but something that is yours, you know.” 

' Then they drove on, and Mark stood at 
the corner of the street gazing after them, 
with a look on his face such as the angels 
might have worn when they were thrust 
out of paradise. 

The Glebe; as I said in the beginning of 
my story, was a little aside from the ‘vil- 
lage; something perhaps like a fourth of a 
mile, maybe rather more. ‘This fact, to- 


gether with its somewhat elevated situa- 
tion, heightened the effect of the illumina- 

tions which lit up every neok and gable of 
this odd old house on Christmas night. 
The night was dark and starless, with a fit- 
ful soughing wind from the southwest, and 
the lights threw long weird lines of pale 
fire over the thin patches of snow lying 
here and there, giving the whole scene a 
strange ghastly look. 

‘The ceremony was to take place at eight 
o’clock; after that the wedding supper, fol- 
lowed by music, dancing, ete., the whole to 
end at twelve, precisely. All this was 
stated in proper form on the cards of invi- 
tation, and was-variously commented upon. 
by those who didn’t get any. 

Through all the long hours of that Christ- 
mas evening Mark Murdock sat at his small 
curtainless window, heedless alike of cold 
and darkness, with his eyes fixed steadfast- 
ly upon the Glebe. The great windows 
flamed up one by one; the carriages wound 
up the long drive, the doors opened and — 
closed, letting out sudden floods of golden- 
light, and shutting in wealth, and beauty, 
and happiness; the faint sound of music’ 
floated down on the fitful wind, and then 
by-and-by the carriages, driven more swift- 
ly, came down the long drive again; then 
the streets grew silent, and one by one the 
lights went out, until at last the great: 
house was hidden by the pall of darkness. 

Ido not pretend to know the thouglits, 
their bitterness or hopelessness, that kept 
poor Mark Murdeck company through all 
those long hours of loneliness and watch- 
ing. How much of fierce rebellion, how 
much of keen regret, how much of bitter 
heartache came to him in those last hours, 
only the Infinite knows. If all the cold- 
ness and hauteur of his kinsman, if all the 
cruel injustice that gave all to one and 
nothing to another, though they were of 
one blood, if all the years of his own love- 
less, fruitless life came up before him, and 
mocked and goaded him almost to despair, 
only He who never quite leaves or forsakes 
the weakest or wickedest of his children 
knoweth. That it was a night of anguish 
and struggle, there can be no doubt. Mrs. 
Braley, who slept in the reom under his; 
said she heard him walking his chamber 
long after the lights were out at the Glebe, 
and until she fell asleep the steady tramp 
was kept up. « : ; 

There can be nothing quieter than 2 
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country town asleep. The waters ripple 
and plash, the forests moan, and the night- 
birds wake the echoes of hills and vales, 
but the village is silent and stirless as 
death. Into this peaceful and unbroken 
silence came a wild cry of alarm, and those 
who were suddenly awakened sprang from 
their beds trembling with vaguefear. Those 
who were first at their windows saw a lurid 
glare lighting up the windows of the Glebe, 
as if in terrible mockery of the gay illumi- 
nations of the previous evening, and two or 
three who lived nearest declared that they 
saw the figure of a man run up the long 
drive with the speed of the wind, dash 
through one of the flame-lighted windows, 
and disappear as if swallowed up by the 
devouring element. 

- In the meantime, at the Glebe a scene of 
wild alarm and confusion prevailed. The 
back part of the house, containing the 
Kitchen, pantries and storerooms, as well 
as the servants’ apartments, was in the 
’ form of a wing, and built of wood; the rest 
of the structure was of stone. There was 
no communication between the upper por- 
tions of the wing and the main building, 
and none between the lower save by way of 
the dining-room. 

. Dora vas the first to awake, but though 
she tried to cry out, the suffocating smoke 
stifled the sound on her lips. She was 
weak, too, and astrange lassitude oppressed 
her like some impalpable weight. She 
made an effort to rouse Arthur, but it was 
some moments before cither were suffi- 
ciently, conscious of their terrible danger to 
make an effort to escape. With groping 
nerveless hands they drew on their cloth- 
ing, and after several unsuccessful efforts, 
managed to throw open the door. The 
whole of the long hall and staircase was a 
crackling, seething mass of fiames, and the 
heat was so intense that they involuntarily 
shrank back into their chamber. 

At that moment a faint shout came up 
from somewhere outside, and at the same 
time, also, fanned by the air, half a dozen 
pale tongues of flame shot up from the cor- 
ners of the room, and the heat and the dull 
roaring revealed the terrible truth to them 
that the fire was eating up through the floor. 

“My God, Dora, we shall be rousted 
alive? Arthur groaned, and staggering 
back, he fell heavily upon the burning 
floor, which crackled, and trembled, and 
bent beneath the sudden shock. 


. “Doral Dora! quick, in Heaven's 
name!’ came in a sharp, fierce, pained 
voice from the burning hall; and Dora, 
with a strange sudden strength, rose up 
and staggered to the door. 

“OQ Mark?’ she cried, faintly; and al- 
most instantly something wet and cold was 
thrown over her from head to foot, and 
then she felt herself borne rapidly through 
a seething sea of fire, that hissed and crack- 
led terrifically; then the blanket was 
thrown off, and a fresh breath of air re- 
vived her fading consciousness. 

“Arthur?’ she cried, in a voice sharp 
with agony, and grasping Mark’s arm. “0, 
why did you not let,me die with him, 
Mark ?”? 

“Hush, Dora; I will :save him, ¢ and your 
father, too. Speak quick—where is Mr. 
Montford?” he said, glancing: up atthe 
roof, which had just broken into flames. - 

“Father is at the end of the hall, in the 
last room. O Mark! you cannot save him. 
You will only die yourself in the attempt.” 

“Dora,” and he caught her suddenly to 
his breast, “I am willing to die to make 
you happy. You are a thousand times 
dearer to me than my own poor useless 
life. Kiss me, Dora, just once, darling P? 

The sudden passion and tenderness in 
his tone revealed his secret to her; but she 
kissed him, her lips trembling with the ty- 
mult of regretful pain aod alarm An Bee 
heart. 

She saw him rush Girongk the flamee, 
then followed a moment or two of breath- 
less suspense, and then, staggering beneath 
his burden, he came out through the solid 
wall of flame, and laid her unconscious 
husband at her feet; then her own brain 
grew giddy, and she was vaguely. conscions 
that some one caught her up and..bore, her 
away, and after all was a long dead: blank. 

By-and-by she was dimly conscious. of 
sound, which grew. gradually. into voices, 
first faint and far away,. then growing. so 
distinct that she listened for ‘the words, 
mats The poor fellow’ 8 am is. broken again,” 
said one of the voices, “and .no-wond 
bringing those two heavy men through the 
flames as he did. But he would go; people 





tried to stop him, especially the last time, 


when he went after Montford, for his arm 
hung at bis side then as if it was broken.’” 

“(Strange thathe should risk his life in 
that way for people who wouldn’t | 80 mouch 
as touch his hand, isn’t “it? Particularly 
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old Montford, who always seemed to owe 
him a grudge, and treated him as if He 
was the dirt under his feet.” ‘ 

“And now he owes him his life. I tell 
you what,” and he lowered. his voice, “Td 
sooner take Mark Murdock’s chance in the 
day of judgment than Montford’s, though 
some folks would be shocked at such an 
idea, I dare say.” 

Dora rose up on her elbow and looked 
about her. A little at her left were three 
or four men, talking, who moved away 
when she moved.. She looked toward the 
Glebe, and only a dark column of smoul- 
dering flame and smoke rose sluggishly 
‘from the great stone caldron, wherein the 

Sce still seethed and roared in impotent 
fury. She had just discovered that she 
.was at the foot of the drive, and partly 
screened by a clump of junipers, when a 
woman put her arms about her, and stead- 
ied her to her feet. 

“Do you think you can walk now, Miss 
Dora? Your father and Mr. Blake. were 
insensible, and were taken to Mrs. Braley’s 
cottage immediately. There was- 60 much 
excitement that I took you here myself. in 
my aris, ‘to get you where it ‘was quieter.” 

Dora saw now that the woman was Mary 
Greene, a poor Magdalen, whom all Sar- 
born looked upon with holy horror, be- 
cause long ago, in the flush of her youth 
and beauty, she had erred:and fallen-in 
that way which is never, forgiven—in 3 
woman. 

_ “Please, Miss Dora, don’t ay? she 
begged, as Dora broke into a little passion 
of nervous tears; “there is nothing to cry 
for; they are both alive and safe, through 
one of His miracles. - Please don’t cry, 
dear?’ “And all the time she. was crying 
herself as if her heart would break! oa 

Leaning o on Mary Greene’s strong arm, 
which half carried her, Dora , came, after a 
while, | to. Mrs. Braley’s little ‘cottage, 
around which Were collected a. group of 
friends and. neighbors. One of them. met 

_ them a few rods from the house. 





““T was just coming to look you up, Miss 
Dora,” he said. Everybody called her 


. “Miss Dora,’? yet; they hadn’t learned the 


new title. “He wants to see you.” 

“Arthur?” she asked, eagerly. “0, is 
he better?” And she almost broke away 
from Mary Greene’s arms. ‘ 

‘Mr Blake is very.comfortable, and sois 
your father,” the man replied, gravely; 
“but I wasn’t ‘thinking of them; 1 meant 
Mark Murdock.” a 

“OQ yes, dear Mark! I must see ‘and 
thank him first,” she said, hastily. 

“ Or you may not have a chance,” he re~- 


joined, soberly. 


She looked. up in his face with startled 
eyes, and then, without speaking, followed 
him into the kitchen to Mark’s side. . 

“You are too late, ”? some one said, 
huskily. 

"9 Mark—dear, dear Cousin Mark!” she 
cried, leaning over him, her tears falling 
like rain on the still white face. 

Suddenly, as if her voice and tears had 
power to call him back from the dead, he 
opened his eyes, and a amile of glorified 
content illumined his face. 

** My dear brave Mark?’ she whispered, 
laying her wet cheek a against his cold fore- 
tiead, you have given your life for mine P? 

tis my wedding present to you, Dora. 
it isn’t much, bat it’s all I had to give,” 
he Whispered, faintly; ‘and. with ‘the last 
word the fluttering breath. “went out from 
poor Mark Murdock’s lips forever. 

And so‘ended the new test of chivalry. 
A test harder to bear because of the temp- 
tation that 1 must ‘have risen at the last to 
let the mnan who had wronged and scorned 
him so bitterly. die.’ If there was any other 
struggle at thé first—when he first saw the 
peril, and knew it would make. him a rich 
man if the whole Montford family perished 
—he bravely | overcame it, and shamed with 
his heroic  self- -abnegation the storied 
knights whose chivalric deeds gleam like 


golden stars in “the firmament of the 
centuries. 


! 
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